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INTRODUCTION. 


POET.     PLAYER. 


Poet.  \  Sequel  to  a  Play  is  like  more  laft 
l\  words.  Tis  a  kind  of  abfurdity; 
and  really,  Sir,  you  have  prevail'd  upon 
me  to  purfue  this  fubjecfk  againft  my  judg- 
ment. 

ift  Player.  Confider,  Sir,  you  have  pre- 
poffeflion  on  your  fide. 

Poet.  But  then  the  pleafure  of  novelty  is; 
loft ;  and  in  a  thing  of  this  kind,  I  am  a- 
fraid  I  (hall  hardly  be  pardon'd  for  imita- 
ting myfelf. 

\Ji  Player.  You  (hould  not  difparage  your 
own  works ;  you  will  have  criticks  enough 
who  will  be  glad  to  do  that  for  you. 

Poet.  Since  1  have  had  more  applaufe 
than  1  can  deferve,  I  muft,  with  other  au- 
thors, be  content,  if  criticks  allow  me  lefs. 


INTRODUCTION. 

ijl  Player,  I  hope,  Sir,  in  the  cataftrophe 
you  have  not  run  into  the  abfurdity  of  your 
hrH  part. 

Poet.  I  know  that  I  have  been  unjuflly 
accus'd  of  having  given  up  my  moral  for  a 
joke,  like  a  fine  gentleman  in  converfation  ; 
hut  whatever  be  the  event  now,  I  will  not 
fo  much  as  feern  to  give  up  my  moral. 

iji  Player.  Really,  Sir,  an  author  mould 
comply  with  the  cuftoms  and  tafte  of  the 
town. 

Enter  id  Player. 

2 d  Player.  'Tis  impoffible  to  perform 
the  Opera  to-night ;  all  the  fine  fingers  with- 
in are  out  of  humour  with  their  parts. 
Signora  Crotchetta  fays,  (lie  finds  her  cha- 
racter fo  low,  that  me  had  rather  die  than 
fmgit. 

ijl  Player.  Tell  her,  we'll  make  her  fing 
it. 

Enter  Signora  Crotchetta. 

Crotchetta.  Make  me  fin g  it !  Barbarous 
Tramontane  !  Where  are  all  the  lovers  of 
Virtu  ?  Will  they  not  all  rife  in  arms  in  my 
defence?  Make  me  fing  it  !  Good  Gods! 
fhotild  I  tamely  'fubmit  to  fuch  ufage,  I 
mould  delafe  myfelf  through  all  Europe. 
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\ft  Player.  In  the  Opera  nine  or  ten  years 
ago,  I  remember,  Madam,  your  appearance 
in  a  character  little  better  than  a  rim. 

Crotchetta.  A  fim  !  monftrous  !  Let  me 
inform  you,  Sir,  that  a  Mermaid  or  Syren 
is  not  many  removes  from  a  Sea  Goddefsj 
or  I  had  never  fubmitted  to  have  been  that 
fill)  which  you  are  pleas'd  to  call  me;  but 
at  prefent,  Sir,  you  mall  find  me  as  mute  as 
a  fim,  I  promife  you. — I  have  a  cold,  Sir  ^ 
I  am  lick.  1  doii't  fee  why  I  may  not  he 
allowed  the  privilege  of  ficknefs  now  and 
then  as  well  as  others.  If  a  linger  mav  not 
be  indulg'd  in  her  humours,  I  am  fure  me 
will  foon  become  of  no  confequence  with 
the  Town..  And  lb,  Sir,  1  have  a  cold  ;  I 
am  hoarfe.      I  hope  now  you  are  fatisfied. 

[Exit  Crotchetta  in  a  fury. 
ift  Player.  There  is  no  governing  caprice. 
But  how  mail  we  make  our  excull-s   to  the 
houfe  ? 

2d  Player.  All  the  other  Comedians  upon 
this  emergency  are  willing  to  do  their  beir, 
and  hope  for  favour  and  indulgence. 

17?  Player.  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  as  we 
wim  to  do  every  thing  for  your  diverfion, 
and  that  lingers  only  will  come  when  they 
will  come,  we  beg  you  to  excufe  this  unfore- 
&cn  accident,  and  inftead  of  the  higli- 
flown  Italian  Signora  Crotchetta,  to   accept 
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of  the  performance  of   a    young  Englifh 
female,  new  to  the  Stage,  who  relies  whol- 
ly on  your  courtefey  and  protection. 
Poet.  Play  away  the  Overture, 

\Exeunt. 
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DRAMATIS    PERSONS. 

Pohetohee,  Mr.  Fearon. 

Cawwawkee,  Mr.  Du-Bellamy. 

Ducat,  Mr.  Parsons. 

Moreno,  Mr.  Bannister. 

Vanderbluff,  Mr.  Masse y. 

Culverin,  Mr.  Davies. 

Hacker,  Mr.  Egan. 

Capftern,  Mr.  Griffith. 

Laguerre,  Mr.  Kenny. 

Servants,  Indians,  Pirates,  Guards,  &c. 

Polly,  A  Gentlewoman. 

Mrs.  Ducat,  Mrs.  Love. 

Trapes,  Mrs.  Davies. 

Jtnny  Diver,  Mrs.  Hitchcock, 

Flimzy,  Mifs  Platt. 

Damaris.  Mifs  Hale. 

Charafters  in  The  INTRODUCTION. 

Mr.  Davies,   Mr.  Fearon,    Mr.  T.  Davis, 
and   Mifs  Platt. 

SCENE.     In  the  W  e  s  t  - 1  n  d  i  e  s. 
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ACT    I.         SCENE    I. 

An  Apartment  in  DUCAT's  Houje. 
Ducat.     Trapes. 

"Trapes.  fTpHOUGH  you  were  born  and  bred 
J[  and  live  in  the  Indies,  as  you  are  a 
fubjedt  of  Britain,  you  mould  live  up  to  our  cus- 
toms. Prodigality  there,  is  a  fafhion  among  all 
ranks  of  people.  Why,  our  very  younger  brothers 
pufh  themfelves  into  the  polite  world,  by  fquan- 
dering  more  than  they  are  worth.  You  are 
wealthy,  vary  wealthy,  Mr.  Ducat ;  and  I  grant 
you  the  more  you  have,  the  tafte  of  getting  more 
mould  grow  ftronger  upon  you.  'Tis  juft  fo  with 
us :  but  then  the  richelt  of  our  Lords  and  Gentle- 
men, who  live  elegantly,  always  run  out — 'Tis 
genteel  to  be  in  debt — Your  luxury  mould  diftin- 
guifh  you  from  the  vulgar. 

6  ftucau 
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Ducat.  I  never  thought  to  have  heard  thrift  laid 
to  my  charge.  There  is  not  a  man,  though  I  fay 
it,  in  all  the  Indies,  who  enjoys  the  necefTaries  of 
life  in  fohandfome  a  manner. 

Trapes.  There  it  is  now  [  Who  ever  heard  a 
man  of  fortune  in  England  talk  of  the  necefTaries 
of  life?  If  the  necefTaries  of  life  would  have  fa- 
tisfied  fuch  a  poor  body  as  me,  to  be  fure  I  had 
never  come  to  mend  my  fortune  to  the  Planta- 
tions. As  to  women  now,  why,  look  ye,  Mr. 
Ducat,  a  man  hath,  what  we  may  call,  every  thing 
that  is  neceffary  in  a  wife. 

Ducat.     Ay,  and  more  I 

Trapes.  But  for  all  that,  d'ye  fee,  your  married 
men  are  my  bell  cuftomers. 

Ducat.  (  As  I  have  a  good  eftate,  Mrs.  Trapes, 
I  would  willingly  run  into  every  thing  that  is  fuit- 
able  to  my  dignity  and  fortune.  I  have  a  fine  li- 
brary of  books  that  I  never  read :  I  have  a  fine 
liable  of  horfes  that  I  never  ride  :  I  build,  I  buy 
plate,  jewels,  pictures,  or  any  thing  that  is  valuable 
and  curious,  as  your  great  men  do5  merely  out  of 
orientation.  But  indeed  I  muft  own,  I  do  Mill  co 
habit  with  my  wife  ;  and  fhe  is  very  uncafy  and 
vexatious  upon  account  of  my  vifits  to  you. 

Trapes.  Indeed,  indeed,  Mr.  Ducat,  you  fhou'd 
break  through  all  this  ufurpation  at  once,  and 
keep — .  Now  too  is  your  time ;  for  I  have  a 
frefh  cargo  of  ladies  juft  arrived;  nobody  alive 
fhall  fet  eyes  upon  'era  till  you  have  provided  your- 
felf.  We  are  not  here,  I  muft  tell  you,  as  we  are 
at  London,  where  we  can  have  Frefh  goods  every 
week  by  the  waggon.  My  maid  is  again  gone 
aboard  the  veflel  ;   fhe   is  perfectly  charm'd  with 

one 
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one  of  the  ladies.  I  have  obligations  to  you,  Mr. 
Ducat,  and  I  would  part  with  her  to  no  man  alive 
butyourfelf.  If  1  had  her  at  London,  fuch  a  lady 
would  be  fufficient  to  make  my  fortune;  but,  in 
truth,  fhe  is  not  impudent  enough  to  make  herfeif 
agreeable  to  the  failors  in  a  public  houfe  in  this 
country.  By  all  accounts,  me  hath  a  behaviour 
.only  fit  for  a  private  family. 

Ducat.  But  I  am  afraid  it  will  be  hard  to  make 
my  wife  think  like  a  gentlewoman  upon  this  fub- 
jecl; ;  fo  that  if  I  take  her,  I  muft  ad:  difcreetly, 
and  keep  the  whole  affair  a  dead  fecret. 

Trapes.  As  to  that,  Sir,  you  may  do  as  you 
pleaie. 

Ducat,  I  have  a  fortune,  Mrs.  Trapes,  and 
would  fain  make  a  fafhionable  figure  in  life;  if  we 
can  agree  upon  the  price  I'll  take  her  into  the  fa- 
mily. 

Trapes.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  fling  yourfelf  into 
the  polite  tafte  with  fpirit.  Few,  indeed  have  the 
turn  or  talents  to  get  money ;  but  fewer  know 
how  to  ipend  it  bandfomely  after  they  have  got 
it. 

Ducat.  Sure,  you  cannot  think  me  fuch  a 
.clown  as  to  be  really  in  love  with  my  wife !  We 
are  not  fo  ignorant  here  as  you  imagine;  why,  I 
married  her  in  a  reafonable  way,  only  for  her 
money, 

AIR     I.      Noel  Hills, 

He  that  weds  a  beauty 

Soon  will  find  her  cloy  ; 
When  pleafure  grozvs  a  duty, 

Farewell  love  and  joy  ! 

Uz  He 
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He  that  weds  for  treafure 

{Though  he  hath  a  wife) 
Hath  chofe  one  lafting  pleafure 

In  a  married  life. 

Ducat.    Damaris !  [calling  at  the  door."] 

Enter  Damaris. 

Damaris,  I  charge  you  not  to  ftir  from  the  door, 
and  the  inftant  you  fee  your  lady  at  a  diftance 
returning  from  her  walk,  be  fure  to  give  me 
notice. 

Trapes.  She  is  in  mod  charming  rigging;  me 
won't  coll  you  a  penny,  Sir,  in  clothes  at  firft 
fetting  out.  But,  alack-a-day  !  no  bargain  could 
ever  thrive  with  dry  lips;  a  glafs  of  liquor  makes 
every  thing  go  fo  glibly. 

Ducat.  Here,  Damaris;  a  glafs  of  rum  for 
Mrs.  Dye.  [Damaris  goes  out  and  returns  with 
a  bottle  andglafs.~\ 

Trapes.  But  as  I  was  faying,  Sir,  I  would  not 
part  with  her  to  any  body  alive  but  yourfelf ;  for 
to  be  fure,  I  could  turn  her  to  ten  times,  the  profit 
by  jobbs  and  chance  cuftomers.  Come,  Sir,  here's 
to  the  young  lady's  health. 

Enter    Flimzy. 

Trapes.  Well,  Flimzy  ;  are  all  the  ladies  fafely 
landed,  and  have  you  done  as  I  order'd  you  ? 

Flimzy.  Yes,  Madam.  The  three  ladies  for 
the  run  of  the  houfe  are.  fafely  lodg'd  at  home  ; 

the 
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-the  other  is  without  in  the  hall  to  wait  your  com- 
mands. She  is  a  mofl  delicious  creature,  that's 
certain.  Such  lips,  fuch  eyes,  and  fuch  flefh  and 
blood  1  If  you  had  her  in  London,  you  could  not 
fail  of  the  cuftom  of  all  the  foreign  minifters.  As 
I  hope  to  be  fav'd,  Madam,  I  was  forc'd  to  tell 
her  ten  thoufand  lies  before  I  could  prevail  upon 
her  to  come  with  me. .  Oh,  Sir,  you  are  the  moft 
lucky,  happy  man  in  the  world  1  Shall  I  go  call 
her  in  } 

Trapes.  Tis  necefTary  for  me  firft  to  inftruA 
her  in  her  duty,  and  the  ways  of  the  family.  The 
girl  is  baihful  and  modeft  ;  fo  I  mull  beg  leave  to 
prepare  her,  and  afterwards,  Sir,  I  ihall  leave  you 
to  your  private  converfations. 

FUmzy.  But  I  hope,  Sir,  you  won't  forget  poor 
Flimzy;  for  the  richeft  man  alive  could  not  be 
more  icrupulous  than  I  am  upon  thefe  occafions, 
and  the  bribe  only  can  make  me  excufe  it  to  my 
confcience.  I  hope,  Sir,  you  will  pardon  my  free- 
dom. {He  gives  her  money.  [Ex.  Flimzy, 

Ducat.  We  can  never  fufEciently  encourage 
fuch  ufeful  qualifications.  You  will  let  me  know 
when  you  are  ready  for  me.  [Exit, 

Trapes  alone. 

Trapes.  I  wonder  I  am  not  more  wealthy ;  for, 
o'  my  confcience,  I  have  as  few  fcruples  as  thofe 
that  are  ten  thoufand  times  as  rich.  But,  alack-a- 
day  !  I  am  forc'd  to  play  at  fmall  game.  In  troth, 
all  their  great  fortunes  are  owing  to  fituation  ;  as 
for  genius  and  capacity,  I  can  match  them  to  a 
hair :  were  they  in  my  circumflance,  the/  would 
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adt  like  me  :  were  I  in  theirs,  I  mould  be  reward^ 
ed  as  a  molt  profound  penetrating  politician. 


AIR     II.     Polwart  on  the  Green, 

Ohferve  the  Statefman's  ways. 

The  Pimp's  are  jufi  the  fame  ; 
And  both  their  own  conditions  raife 

On  others  guilt,  and  Jhame. 
Weak  fools  with  fiat  fry  to  beguile, 

They  play  the  tempter's  part  ; 
And  have,  when  meft  they  fawn  andfmile, 

Mfi  mifchief  in  their  heart. 


Re-enter  F  l  i  m  z  y  with  Polly. 

Trapes.  Blefs  my  eye  fight !  what  do  I  fee  ?  I 
am  in  a  dream,  or  it  is  Mifs  Polly  Peachum  ! 
Mercy  upon  me !  Child,  what  brought  you  on 
this  fide  of  the  water  ? 

Polly.  Love,  Madam,  and  the  misfortunes  of 
our  family.  But  I  am  equally  furpriz'd  to  find 
an  acquaintance  here ;  you  cannot  be  ignorant  of 
my  unhappy  ftory,  and  perhaps  from  you,  Mrs. 
Dye,  I  may  receive  fome  information  that  may  be 
ufeful  to  me. 

Trapes.  You  need  not  be  much  concerned, 
Mifs  Folly,  at  a  fentence  of  tranfportation  :  for  a 
young  lady  of  your  beauty  hath  wherewithal  to 
make  her  fortune  in  any  country. 

Polly,  Pardon  me,  Madam  ;  you  miftake  me. 
I  never  engag'd  in  my  father's  affairs  as  a  thief,  or 

a  thief 
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a  thief  catcher ;  for  indeed  I  abhorr'd  his  profef- 
fion.  Would  my  papa  had  never  taken  it  up,  he 
then  dill  had  been  alive,  and  I  had  never  known 
Macheath ! 


AIR    III.     Dr.  Arnold. 

She  who  hath  felt  a  real  pain 

By  Cupid's  dart, 
Finds  that  all  abfence  is  in  vain 

To  cure  her  heart. 
Though  from  my  lover  cafl 

Far  as  from  pole  to  pole, 
Still  the  pure  fame  mufi  lajl, 

For  love  is  in  the  foul. 

You  mufi:  have  heard,  Madam,  that  I  was  un- 
happy in  my  marriage.  When  Macheath  was 
tranfported,  all  my  peace  was  baniihed  with  him  ; 
and  my  papa's  death  hath  now  given  me  liberty  to 
purfue  my  inclinations. 

Trapes.  Good  lack-a-day  !  poor  Mr.  Peachum  ! 
Death  was  fo  much  oblig'd  to  him,  that  I  wonder 
he  did  not  allow  him  a  reprieve  for  his  own  fake. 
Truly,  I  think  he  was  oblig'd  to  nobody  more, 
except  the  phyficians  :  but  they  die,  itfeems,  too. 
Death  is  very  impartial ;  he  takes  all  alike,  friends 
and  foes. 

Polly.  Every  monthly  feffions-paper,  like  the 
apothecary's  files,  (if  I  may  make  the  compari- 
fon)  was  a  record  of  his  fervices.  But  my  papa 
kept  company  with  gentlemen,  and  ambition  is 
catching.  He  was  in  too  much  haite  to  be  rich. 
2  I  wifh 
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I  wifli  all  great  men  would  take  warning.  *Tis 
now  feven  months  fince  my  papa  was  hang'd. 

Trapes.  This  will  be  a  great  check  indeed  to 
your  men  of  enterprizing  genius.  But  fure,  child, 
you  are  not  fo  mad  as  to  think  of  following  Mac- 
heath. 

Polly.  In  following  him  I  am  in  purfuit  of  my 
quiet.  I  love  him,  and  like  a  troubled  ghoft 
lhall  never  be  at  reft  till  I  appear  to  him.  If  I 
can  receive  any  information  of  him  from  you,  it 
will  be  a  cordial  to  a  wretch  in  defpair, 

Trapes.  My  dear,  Mifs  Polly,  you  mufh  not 
think  of  it.  'Tis  now  above  a  year  and  an  half 
fince  he  robb'd  his  mailer,  ran  away  from  the 
plantation,  and  turn'd  pirate.  Then  too,  what 
puts  you  beyond  all  poffibility  of  redrefs,  is,  that 
mice  he  came  over,  he  married  a  tranfported  Have, 
one  Jenny  Diver,  and  fhe  is  gone  off  with  him. 
Befides,  he  would  difown  you  ;  for,  like  an  up- 
ftart,  he  hates  an  old  acquaintance.  I  am  forry 
to  fee  thofe  tears,  child,  but  I  love  you  too  well 
to  flatter  you. 

Polly.  Why  have  I  a  heart  fo  conftant  ?  cruel 
love  1 

AIR     IV.    O  Waly,  Waly,  up  the  bank* 
Farewell^  farewell,  all  hope  of  blifs  ! 
For  Polly  always  mufi  be  thine. 
Shall  then  my  heart  be  never  his, 
Which  never  can  again  be  mine  ? 
O  Love,  you  play  a  cruel  part, 
Thy Jliaft  ftill  fefters  in  the  wound; 
Tou  ftiould  reward  a  conftant  hearty 
Since  'tis,  alas,  fojeldom  found! 
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Trapes.  I  tell  you  once  again,  Mifi  Polly,  you 
rouft  think  no  more  of  him.  But,  my  dear  girl, 
I  hope  you  took  care,  at  your  leaving  England, 
to  bring  off  wherewithal  to  fupport  you. 

Polly.  Since  he  is  loft,  I  am  infenfible  of  every 
other  misfortune.  I  brought,  indeed,  a  fum  of 
money  with  me,  but  my  cheft  was  broke  open  at 
fea,  and  I  am  now  a  wretched  vagabond,  expo- 
fed  to  hunger  and  want,  unlefs  charity  relieve 
me. 

Trapes.  Poof  child  !  your  father  and  I  have  had 
great  dealings  together,  and  I  {hall  be  grateful  to 
his  memory.  I  will  look -upon  you  as  my  daugh- 
ter ;  you  {hall  be  with  me. 

Polly.  As  foon  as  I  can  have  remittances  from 
England,  I  mall  be  able  to  acknowledge  your 
goodnefs  :  I  have  ftill  five  hundred  pounds  there, 
which  will  be  returned  to  me  upon  demand  ;  but 
I  had  rather  undertake  any  honeft  fervice  that 
might  afford  me  a  maintenance,  than  be  burthen- 
fome  to  my  friends. 

Trapes.  Sure  never  any  thing  happened  fo 
luckily  !  Madam  Dncat  jutt  now  wants  a  fervant, 
and  I  know  {he  will  take  my  recommendation  ; 
and  one  fo  tight  and  handy  as  you,  muft  pleafe 
her :  then  too,  her  husband  is  the  civileft,  beft- 
bred  man  alive.  You  are  now  in  her  houfe>  and 
I  won't  leave  it  till  I  have  fettled  you.  You 
are  in  a  rich  creditable  family,  and  I  dare  fay  your 
perfon  and  behaviour  will  foon  make  you  a  fa- 
vourite. As  to  Captain  Macheath,  you  may  now 
fafely  look  upon  yourfclf  as  a  widow  ;  and  who 
knows,  if  Madam  Ducat  mould  tip  off,  what 
may  happen  ?  Be  cheartul,  my  dear  child ;  for 
C  who 
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who  knows  but  all  thefe  misfortunes  may  turn  to 
your  advantage  ? 

AIR    V.     O  Jenny  come  tye  me. 

Defpair  is  all  folly \ 
Hence,  melancholy, 
Tor  tune  attends  you  while  youth  is  in  flower. 
By  beauty9 s  poffejjion 
Usyd  with  discretion. 
Woman  at  all  times  hath  joy  in  her  power* 

Folly.  The  fervice,  Madam,  you  offer  me, 
makes  me  as  happy  as  I  can  be  in  my  cir- 
-cnmftance,  and  I  accept  of  it  with  ten  thoufand 
obligations. 

Trapes.  Take  a  turn  in  the  hall  with  my  maid 
for  a  minute  or  two,  and  I'll  take  care  to  fettle  all 
matters  and  conditions  for  your  reception.  Be 
afTured,  Mifs  Polly,  I'll  do  my  bed  for  you. 

[Exeunt  Polly  and  Flimzy. 

Trapes,  Mr.  Ducat,  Sir !  You  may  come  in, 
{Enter  Ducat.) 
I  have  had  this  very  girl  in  my  eye  for  you  ever 
fince  you  and  I  were  firft  acquainted  ;  and  to  be 
plain  with  you,  Sir,  I  have  run  great  rifques  fqr 
her  ;  I  had  many  a  ftratagem,  to  be  lure,  to  in* 
veigle  her  away  from  her  relations  !  me  too  her- 
felf  was  exceeding  difficult.  I  can  be  anfwerabje 
for  it  too,  that  you  will  be  the  firft.  I  am  lure  I 
could  have  difpofed  of  her  for  atleaft  a  hundred 

guineas 
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guineas  to  an  alderman  of  London  ;  and  then  too 
I  might  have  had  the  difpofal  of  her  again  as  foon 
as  fhe  was  out  of  keeping-,  but  you  are  my 
friend,  and  I  fhall  not  deal  hard  with  you. 

Ducat.  But  if  I  like  her  I  would  agree  upon 
terms  beforehand  ;  for  mould  I  grow  fond  of  her, 
I  know  you  have  the  conference  of  other  trades- 
people, and  would  grow  more  impofing  ;  and  I 
love  to  be  upon  a  certainty. 

Trapes.  Sure  you  cannot  think  a  hundred  pif- 
toles  too  much  ;  I  mean  for  me.  I  leave  her 
wholly  to  your  generofity. 

Ducat.  But,  dear  Mrs.  Dye,  a  hundred  pif- 
toles  fay  you  ?  why,  I  could  have  half  a  dozen 
negro  princefies  for  the  price. 

Trapes.  But  fure  you  cannot  expert  to  buy  a 
fine  handfome  Chriftian  at  that  rate.  You  are  not 
ufed  to  fee  fuch  goods  on  this  fide  of  the  water, 
the  women,  like  the  clothes,  are  all  tarnifhed  and 
half  worn  out  before  they  are  fent  hither.  Do 
but  call:  your  eye  upon  her,  Sir  ;  the  door  Hands 
half  open  ;  fee,  yonder  fhe  trips,  in  converfation 
with  my  maid  Flimzy,  in  the  hall. 

Ducat.  Why  truly,  I  muft  own  fhe  is  hand- 
fome. 

Trapes.  Blefs  me,  you  are  no  more  moved, 
than  if  fhe  were  your  wife.  Handfome  !  what  a 
cold  husband-like  expreffion  is  that  !  nay,  there 
is  no  harm  done.  If  I  take  her  home  I  don't 
queftion  the  making  more  money  of  her.  She 
was  never  in  any  body's  houfe  but  your  own  fince 
fhe  was  landed.  She  is  neat,  as  imported,  without 
the  leaft  adulteration. 

Ducat.   I'll  have  her.     Fll  pay  you  down  upon 
C  z  the 
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the  nail.  You  fhall  leave  her  with  me.  Come* 
count  your  money,  Mrs.  Dye. 

Trapes.  What  a  fhape  is  there !  fhe's  of  the 
fineft  growth. 

Ducat.     You  make  me  mif-reckon. 

Trapes.  What  a  curious  pair  of  fparkling 
eyes ! 

Ducat.  As  vivifying  as  the  fun.  I  have  paid 
you  ten. 

drapes.  What  a  racy  flavour  muft  breath  from 
thofe  lips  ! 

Ducat.  I  want  no  provoking  commendations. 
I'm  in  youth  •,  I'm  on  fire  !  twenty  more  makes 
thirty  ;  and  this  here  makes  it  juft  fifty. 

Trapes.  What  a  mo  ft  inviting  complexion  J 
how  charming  a  colour  ! 

Ducat.  This  fifty  then  makes  it  juft  the  fum. 
So  now,  Madam,  you  may  deliver  her  up. 

Enter    Damaris    hajlily. 

Damans.  Sir,  Sir,  my  miftrefs  is  juft  at  the 
door.  {Exit* 

Ducat.  Get  you  out  of  the  way  this  moment, 
dear  Mrs.  Dye ;  for  I  would  not  have  my  wife 
lee  you.  But  don't  (lir  out  of  the  houfe  till  I  am 
put  in  pofTeflion.     I'll  get  rid  of  her  immediately* 

[Exit  Trapes* 


Enter  Mrs.  Ducat. 

Mrs.  Ducat.  I  can  never  be  out  of  the  way  for 
an  hour  or  fo,  but  you  are  with  that  filthy  crea- 
ture. 
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ture.  If  you  were  young,  and  I  took  liberties, 
you  could  not  ufe  me  worfe  ;  fuch  ufage  might 
force  the  molt  virtuous  woman  to  refentment.  I 
don't  fee  why  the  wives  in  this  country  mould  not 
put  themfelves  upon  as  eafy  a  foot  as  in  England, 
In  fhort,  Mr.  Ducat,  if  you  behave  yourfelf  like 
an  Englifh  husband,  I  will  behave  myfelf  like  an 
Englifh  wife. 

Ducat,  Husbands,  like  colts,  are  reflive,  and 
they  require  a  long  time  to  break  'em.  A  wo- 
man's tongue,  like  a  trumpet,  only  ferves  to  raife 
my  courage. 

AIR     VI.      Old  Orpheus  tickl'd,  &c 

When  Villows  come  breaking  on  the  fir 'and \ 
The  rocks  are  deaf  and  unjhaken  Jland : 
Old  oaks  can  defy  the  thunder's  roar9 
And  I  can  Jland  zvcman's  tongue — that's  more. 
With  a  tzvinkum^  twankutn,  &c. 

'Tis  the  whole  buiinefs  of  my  life  to  pleafe  you  ; 
but  wives  are  like  children,  the  more  they  are  rlat- 
ter'd  and  humour'd,  the  more  perverfe  they  are. 
Here  now  have  I  been  laying  out  my  money, 
purely  to  make  you  a  prefent,  and  I  have  no- 
thing but  thefe  freaks  and  reproaches  in  return. 
You  wanted  a  maid,  and  I  have  bought  you  the 
handieft  creature  ;  fhe  will  indeed  make  a  very 
creditable  fervant. 

Mrs.  Ducat.  1  will  have  none  of  your  huffics 
about  me.  And  fo,  Sir,  you  would  make  me 
your  convenience.     Out  upon  it ! 

Ducat.  But  I  bought  her  on  purpofe  for  you, 
my  dear. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Ducat.  For  your  own  filthy  inclinations,; 
you  mean.  I  won't  bear  it.  What,  keep  an  im- 
pudent {trumpet  under  my  nofe!  Here's  fine 
doings  indeed ! 

Ducat.  I  will  have  the  directions  of  my  family, 
*Tis  my  pleafure  it  mall  be  fo.  So,  Madam,  be 
fatisfy'd. 


A  I  R    VII.     Chrift-Church  Bells. 

When  a  woman  jealous  grows. 
Farewell  all  peace  of  life  ! 

Mrs.  Ducat.  But  e'er  man  roves,  hejhouldpay  whan 
he  owes, 
And  with  her  due  content  his  wife* 

Ducat.  'Tis  man's  the  weaker  fex  to  fway. 

Mrs.  Ducat.  We  too,  whene'ere  we  lift,  obey. 

Ducat.  yTis  jujl  and  fit 

Toujhoutdfubmit. 

Mrs.  Ducat.  But  fweet  kind  hufband — not  to  day. 

Ducat.  Let  your  clack  be  fill  I 

Mrs.  Ducat.      Not  till  I  have  my  will. 
If  thus  you  reafon flight, 
There's  never  an  hour 
While  breath  has  power, 
But  I  willaffert  my  right. 

[Exit  Mrs.  Ducat. 

Ducat.  If  by  thefe  perverfe  humours,  I  mould 
be  forced  to  part  with  her,  and  allow  her  a  fe- 
parate  maintenance,  thethingis  fo  common  among 
people  of  condition,  that  it  could  not  prove  to 
my  difcredit.    Poor  people  are  happy  in  marriage 

out 
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out  of  neceflity,  becaufe  they  cannot  afford  to  dif- 
agree.     Damaris,  faw  you  my  wife  ? 

[Enter  Damaris. 
Is  fhe  in  her  own  room  ?  What  faid  fhe  ?  Which 
way  went  fhe  ? 

Damaris.  Blefs  me?  I  was  perfectly  frighten'd, 
fhe  looked  fo  like  a  fury.  Woe  be  to  the  fervants 
that  fall  in  her  way  !  I'm  fure  Fm  glad  to  be  out 
of  it. 

AIR    VIII.    Chefhire-rounds. 

When  kings  by  their  huffing 
Have  blown  up  a  fquabble. 
All  the  charge  and  cuffing 
Light  upon  the  rabble. 
Thus  when  man  and  wife, 
By  their  mutual  fnubbing9 
Kindle  civil  Jlrife, 
Servants  get  the  drubbing. 

Ducat.  1  would  have  you,  Damaris,  have  an 
eye  upon  your  miftrefs.  You  fhould  have  her 
good  at  heart,  and  inform  me  when  fhe  has  any 
fchemes  a-foot;  it  may  be  the  means  to  reconcile 
us. 

Damaris.  She's  wild,  Sir.  There's  no  fpeaking 
to  her.  She's  flown  into  the  garden !  Mercy  upon 
us  all,  fay  I !  How  can  you  be  ib  unreafonable  to 
contradict  a  woman,  when  you  know  we  can't 
bear  it  ? 

Ducat.  I  depend  on  you,  Damaris,  for  intel- 
ligence.    You  may  obferve  her  at  a  diftance ;  and 

as 
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as  fbon  as  me  comes  into  her  own  room,  bring  me 
word.     Damans,  you  know  your  inftru&ions. 

\_Exh, 

D  a  m  a  R  i  s    alone. 

Damans.  Sure  all  matters  and  miftrefTes,  like 
politicians,  judge  of  the  confcience  of  mankind 
by  their  own,  and  require  treachery  of  their  fervants 
as  a  duty  !  I  am  em  ploy *d  by  my  matter  to  watch 
my  mittrefs,  and  by  my  mittrefs  to  watch  my 
mafter.  Which  party  mall  1  efpoufe?  To  be 
fare  my  miftrefs's.  For  in  her's,  jurifdidrJon  and 
power,  the  common  caufe  of  the  whole  fex,  is  at 
{lake.  But  my  mafter,  I  fee,  is  coming  this  way. 
Vi\  avoid  him  and  make  my  obfervatlons, 

Jxft. 

Re  enter   Ducat  and  Polly. 

Ducat.  Be  chearful,  Folly;  for  your  good  for- 
tune hath  thrown  you  into  a  family,  where  if  you 
rightly  confult  your  own  interett,  as  every  body 
no.v-a-davs  dees,  you  may  make  yourfelf  perfectly 
eafy.  Thofe  eyes  of  your's,  Polly,  are  a  fuf- 
ficient  fortune  for  any  woman,  if  (lie  have  but  con- 
duel,  and  knew  how  to  make  the  moil:  of  'em. 

Polly.  As  I  am  your  fervant,  Sir,  my  duty 
obliges  me  not  to  contradict  you  ;  and  I  mult  hear 
your  flattery  tho'  I  know  myfelf  undeferving.  But 
iure,  Sir,  in  handfome  women,  you  mutt  liaveob- 
ferv'd  that  their  hearts  often  oppofe  their  interefl; 
and  beauty  certainly  has  ruhvd  more  women  than, 
it  has  made  happy. 

A  I  R 
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AIR     IX.     Johnny  Faa, 

The  crow  at  daw  thro'  all  the  year 

No  foider  feeks  to  ruin  ; 
But  birds  of  voice  or  feather  rare 

He's  all  day  long  purfuing. 
Beware,  fair  maids  ;  fofcape  the  net 

That  other  beauties  fell  in  ; 
For  fure  at  heart  was  never  yet 

So  great  a  wreich  as  Helen  ! 

If  my  lady,  Sir,  will  let  me  know  my  duty,  grati- 
tude will  make  me  ftudy  to  plcafe  her. 

"Ducat,  I  have  a  mind  to  have  a  little  converfa- 
tion  with  yon,  and  I  would  not  be  interrupted. 

Polly,  I'wifh,  Sir,  you  would  let  me  receive  my 
lady's  commands. 

Ducat,  And  fo,  Polly,  by  thefe  downcafc  looks 
of  yours  you  would  have  me  believe  you  don't 
Show  you  are  handfome,  and  that  you  have  no 
faith  in  your  looking-glafs.  In  troth,  a  man  can 
never  know  how  much  love  is  in  him  by  conveffa- 
tions  with  his  wife.  A  kifs  on  thofe  lips  would 
make  me  young  again.     [_KiJfes  her*] 

A  I   R     X.      Bury  Fair, 

Polly.  How  can  you  be  fo  teazingf 
Ducat.       Love  will  excuse  my  fault. 

How  canyon  bcfopleafing!  [going  to  kifs  her. 
Polly.  "   I  vow  1 11  not  be  naught. 
Ducat.   All  maids  I  know  atfirfi  rcfifi,    [ftruggling. 
A  maftcr  may  command. 

D  Polly 
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Polly.  Tou're  monftrous  rude;  III  not  he  kifs'd: 

Nay,  fye,  let  go  my  hand. 
Ducat.  *Tis  foolijk  pride — 
Polly.  'Tis  vile,  'tis  bafe 

Poor  Innocence  to  zvrong  \ 
Ducat.  Til  force  you. 

Polly.  Guard  me  from  difgrace  ! 

Tou  find  that  virtue's  ftrong. 

[Pufhing  him  away. 

5Tis  barbarous  in  you,  Sir,  to  take  the  occafion  of 
my  neceffities  to  infult  me. 

Ducat.  N  ay,  huffy,  I'll  give  you  money. 

Polly.   I  defpife  it. 

Ducat.  I  mall  humble  thefe  faucy  airs  of  your's, 
Mrs.  Minx.  Is  this  language  from  a  fervant  ? 
from  a  flave  I 

Polly.  Am  I  then  betray \d  and  fold  ? 

Ducat.  Yes,  huffy,  that  you  are  -,  and  legal- 
ly my  property. 

'Polly.  My  freedom  may  be  loll,  but  you  can- 
not rob  me  of  my  virtue  and  integrity. 

Ducat.  What  noife  is  that  ? 

Damaris.  \_IVithout.~\  Sir,  Sir  ! 

Ducat.  Step  into  the  clofet ;  Pll  call  you  out 
immediately  to  prefent  you  to  my  wife. 

[Exit  Polly. 

Damaris.  Open  the  doqr,  Sir.  This  moment, 
this  moment  !  ■ 


Enter     Damar  is. 

Ducat.  What's  the  matter  ?  Was  any  body 
going  to  ravifh  you  ?  Is  the  houfe  o'  fire  ?  Or  my 
wife  in  a  pamoh  ? 

i  Damaris. 
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Damaris.  O  Sir,  the  whole  country  is  in  an  up- 
roar !  The  pirates  are  all  coming  down  upon 
us  ;  and  if  they  mould  raife  the  mi'itia,  you  are 
an  officer  you  know.  I  hope  you  have  time  enough 
to  fling  up  your  commifiibn. 

Enter    Footman. 

Footm.  The  neighbours,  Sir,  are  all  frighted 
out  of  their  wits ;  they  leave  their  houfes  and  fly 
to  your's  for  prote&ion.  Where's  my  lady,  your 
wife  ?  Heaven  grant  they  have  not  taken  her  ! 

Ducat.  It  they  only  took  what  one  could 
fpare How  are  the  mufquets  ? 

Footman.  Rufty,  Sir,  all  rufty  and  peaceable  ! 
For  we  never  clean  'em  but  againft  trainings 
day. 

Enter    Mrs.   Ducat. 

Mrs.  Ducat.  O  dear  husband,  Pm  frighten'd  to 
death  !  What  will  become  of  us  all  ?  I  thought  a 
punifhment  for  your  wickednefs  would  light  upon 
you  at  laft. 

Enter  Maids    one  after  another. 

\ft  Maid.  The  pirates,  Sir,  the  pirates !  Mercy 
upon  us,  what  will  become  of  us  poor  helplefs 
women  ! 

id  Maid.  We  mall  all  be  raviuVd 

17?  Maid.  All  be  ravifh'd ! 

Old  Woman.  Ay  to  be  fure,  we  (hall  be  ravifh- 
ed;  -ill  be  ravifh'd! 

D  2  Enter 
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Enter  Second  Footman. 

id  Footnt.  A  foldier,  Sir,  from  the  Indian  camp 
defircs  admittance. 

Enter   Indian. 
He's  here,  Sir. 

Indian.  I  come,  Sir,  to  the  Englifh  colony,  with 
whom  we  are  in  alliance,  from  the  mighty  King 
Pohetohee,  my  lord  and  mafter,  and  addrefs  my- 
felf  to  you,  as  you  are  of  the  council,  for  fuccours. 
The  pirates  are  ravaging  and  plundering  the  coun- 
try, and  we  are  now  in  arms,  ready  for  battle, 
to  oppofe  'em. 

Ducat.  Does  Macheath  command  the  enemy  } 

Indian.  Report  fays  he  is  dead.  Above  twelve 
moons  are  pafied  iince  we  heard  of  him.  Morano, 
a  Negro  villain,  is  their  chief,  who  in  rapine  and 
barbarities  is  even  equal  to  him. 

Ducat.  I  fhall  inform  the  council,  and  we  fhall 
foon  be  ready  to  join  you.  So  acquaint  the  King 
your  mailer.  [Exit  Indian. 

But  before  I  go  to  council — come  hither  Polly ;  I 
intreat  you,  wife,  to  take  her  into  your  fervice  ; 
[Enter  Polly]  and  ufe  her  civilly.  Indeed,  my 
dear,  your  lufpicions  are  very  frivolous  and  unrea- 
chable. 

Mrs,  Ducat  I  hate  to  have  a  handfome  wench 
about  me  ;  they  are  always  lb  faucy  ! 

Ducat.  Why  you  are  a  proof,  my  dear,  that  a 
handfome  woman  may  be  honeft. 

Mrs.  Ducat.  I  find  you  can  fay  a  civil  thing  to 
me  ftill. 

Ducat.  Affairs  you  fee,  call  me  hence.  Andfo 
I  leave  you  under  her  protection.  Come,  fellow 
foldieis  !  follow  your  general 

A  IE 
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AIR     XI.       March  in  Scipio. 

Brave  boys,  prepare  f  [to  the  men. 

Ah  !  Ceafe^  fond  wife  to  cry.   \jp  her. 

For  when  the  danger's  near> 

We've  time  enough  tojly. 
Mrs.  Ducat.  How  can  you  be  difgrae'd? 

For  wealth  Je  cures  your  fame* 

The  rich  are  always  ^lac'd 

Above  the  fen fe  of  Jhame. 

Let  honour  fpur  thejlave, 

To  fight  for  fighting's  fake  ! 
Ducat.  But  even  the  rich  are  brave 

When  money  is  at  flake. 

[Exit  Ducat  with  the  fervanis. 
Mantnt,  Mrs.  Ducat,  Damaris,  and  Polly. 

Mrs.  Ducat.  Away,  into  the  other  room  again. 
When  I  want  you,  I'll  call  you.  [Exit  Polly.] 
Well,  Damans,  to  be  lure  you  have  obferved  all 
that  has  pafs'd.  I  will  know  all.  I'm  fure  fhe's  % 
huffy. 

Damaris.  Nay,  Madam,  1  can't  fay  fo  much. 
But— 

Mrs.  Ducat.  But  what? 

Damans.  I  hate  to  make  mifchief. 

A  I  R    XII.    Jig-it-o'Foot. 

Better  to  doubt 
All  that's  doing 
Than  to  find  out 
Proofs  of  ruin. 

What 
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What  fervants  hear  and  fee 

Should  they  tattle. 
Marriage  all  day  would  be 
.  Feuds  and  battle. 

Mrs.  Ducat.  I  vow,  Damans,  I  will  know  it. 

Damaris.  To  be  fure,  Madam,  the  door  wag 
bolted,  and  I  could  only  Men.  There  was  a  fort 
of  a  buftle  between  'em,  that's  certain.  What 
pajt  I  know  not.  But  the  noi'e  they  made,  to  my 
thinking,  did  not  found  very  honeft. 

Mrs.  Ducat.  Noifes  that  did  not  found  very 
honed,  faid  you  ? 

Damans.  Nay,  Madam,  I  have  no  experience. 
If  you  had  heard  them,  you  would  have  been  a 
better  judge  of  the  matter. 

Mrs.  Ducat.  An  impudent  flnt !  I'll  have  her 
before  me.  If  me  be  not  a  thorough  profligate,  I 
{hall  make  a  difcovery  by  her  behaviour.  Go 
call  her  to  me. 

[Exit  Damaris  and  returns  with  Polly. 
In  my  own  houfe  !  Before  my  face  !  I'll  have  you 
fent  to  the  houfe  of  correction,  ftrumpet.  By 
that  over-honeil  look,  I  guefs  her  to  be  a  horrid 
fade.  A  mere  hypocrite,  that  is  perfectly  white- 
wafh'd  with  innocence.  My  blood  rifes  at  the 
light  of  all  {trumpets  •,  for  they  are  fmugglers  in 
love,  that  ruin  us  fair  traders  in  matrimony. 
Look  upon  me,  Mrs.  Brazen  !  Do  you  know, 
madam,  that  I  am  Mr.  Ducat's  wife  ? 

Polly.  As  your  fervant,  madam,  I  think  my- 
felf  happy. 

Mrs.  Ducat.  You  know  Mr.  Ducat,  I  fuppofe. 
She  has  beauty  enough  to  make  any  woman  alive 
hate  her. 

A  I  R 
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A  I  R     XIII.    Trumpet  Minuet. 

Abroad  after  miffes  moft  hvfbands  zvill  roam, 
fTho*  fure  they  find  women  fufficicnt  at  home. 
To  be  nos-d  by  aflrumpet  !  Hence,  huffy  !  you'd befif 
Would  he  give  me  my  due,  1  won* d  give  her  the  reft. 

I  vow  I  had  rather  have  a  thief  in  my  houfe.  For 
to  be  fure  fhe  is  that  befides. 

Polly.  It  you  were  acquainted  with  my  mis- 
fortunes, madam,  you  could  not  infult  me. 

Mrs.  Ducat.     What  does  the  wench  mean  ? 

Polly.  I  know  what  it  is  to  be  unhappy  in 
marriage. 

Mrs.  Ducat,     Married  I 

Polly.     Unhappily. 

Mrs.  Ducat.  Unhappily  married!  That  is  a 
misfortune  not  to  be  remedied,  j 

Poly.  My  cafe,  madam,  may  in  thefe  times  be 
look'd  upon  as  lingular  ;  for  I  married  a  man  on- 
ly becauie  I  lov'd  him.  For  this  I  was  look'd  up- 
on as  a  fool  by  all  my  acquaintance ;  I  was  ufed 
inhumanly  by  my  father  and  mother;  and  to 
compleat  my  misfortunes,  my  hufband,  by  his  wild 
behaviour,  incurr'd  the  fentence  of  the  law,  and 
was  feparatcd  from  me  by  banifhment.  Being  in- 
form'd  he  was  in  this  country,  upon  the  death  of 
my  father  and  mother,  with  moil:  of  my  fmall 
fortune,  I  came  here  to  feek  him. 

Mrs.  Ducat.  But  how  then  fell  you  into  the 
hands  of  that  confummate  procurers,  Trjpes  ? 

Polly.  In  my  voyage,  madam,  I  was  robb'd  of 
all  I  had.  Upon  my  landing  in  aiirange  country, 
and  in  want,  I  was  fo\ind  out  by  this  innuman  wo- 
man. 
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man,  who  had  been  an  acquaintance  of  my  fa- 
ther's :  fhe  offer'd  me  at  firft  the  civilities  of  her 
own  houfe.  When  fhe  was  inform'd  of  my  ne- 
ceflities,  fhe  propos'd  to  me  the  fervice  of  a  lady  ; 
of  which  I  readily  accepted.  'Twas  under  that 
pretence  that  fhe  treacheroufly  fold  me  to  your 
hufband  as  a  miftrefs.  This,  madam,  is  in  fhort 
the  whole  truth.  I  fling  myfelf  at  your  feet  for 
protection.  By  relieving  me,  you  will  make  your- 
felf  eafy. 

Mrs.  Ducat.     What  is't  you  propofe  } 

Polly.  In  conniving  at  my  efcape,  you  deliver 
me  from  your  hufband's  threats  and  violence,  and 
at  the  fame  time  quiet  your  own  fears  and  jealou 
fies. 

Damaris.  Befides,  madam,  you  will  effectually 
revenge  yourfelf  upon  your  hufband;  for  the 
lofs  of  the  money  he  paid  for  her  will  touch  hirn 
to  the  quick.   - 

Mrs.  Ducat.  But  have  you  confider'd  what  you 
requefl  ?  We  are  invaded  by  the  pirates :  the  In- 
dians are  in  arms  ;  the  whole  country  is  in  com- 
motion, and  you  will  every  where  be  expos'd  to 
danger. 

Damans.  Get  rid  of  her  at  any  rate.  For 
fuch  is  the  vanity  of  man,  that  when  once  he  has 
begun  with  a  woman,  out  of  pride  he  will  infill 
upon  his  point. 

Polly.  In  flaying  with  you,  madam,  I  make 
two  people  unhappy  :  and  I  chufe  to  bear  my  own 
misfortunes,  without  being  the  caufe  of  another's. 

Mrs..  Ducat.  A  woman  fo  young  and  fo  hand- 
forne  muft  be  expos'd  to  continual  dangers.  I 
have  a  fuit  of  clothed  by  me  of  my  nephew's, 
who  is  dead.     In  a  man's  habit  you  will  run  fewer 

rifques. 
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rifques.  I'll  affift  you  too  for  the  prefent  with 
fome  money ;  and,  as  a  traveller,  you  may  with 
greater  iafety  make  enquiries  after  your  hufband. 

Polly  How  lhall  I  ever  make  a  return  for  fo 
much  goodnefs! 

Mrs  Ducat.  May  love  reward  your  conftancy! 
Come  Damaris,  let  us  this  inftant  go  and  get 
things  ready  to  equip  her  for  her  adventures. 

[Exeunt  Damaris  *WMrs,  Ducat. 

Polly     alone. 

May  virtue  be  my  protection  ;  for  I  feel  within 
me  hope,  chearfulnefs,  and  refolution.  Let  me 
but  difcover  Macheath,  my  pilgrimage  will  be 
well  rewarded. 


AIR     XV.     Tweed  Side. 

^  he  flag,  when  chas'd  all  the  long  day 

O'er  the  lawn,  thro'  theforeft,  and  brake  ; 

Now  panting  for  breath  and  at  bay, 

Now  Jiemming  the  river  or  lake  ; 

When  the  treacherous /cent  is  all  cold, 

And  at  eve  he  returns  to  his  hind, 

Can  her  joy,  can  her  pleafure  be  told  f 

Such  joy  and fuch  pleafure  I  find.  [Exit. 


End  of    the  FIRST    ACT. 
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ACT         IL 

A  Country  Projpeft. 

Polly  in  Boy's  Clothes. 

AIR      1.      La  Villanella. 

ZJ/^H  T  didyou  fpare  hint, 
O'er  fe as  to  bear  him, 
Far  from  his  home,  andconjlant  bride  ? 

When  Papa  'peach' d  him9 

If  death  had  reach' d  him, 
I  then  had  onlyfigh'd,  wept,  and  dfd  I 

ff  my  directions  are  right,  I  cannot  be  far  from 
the  village.  With  the  habit,  I  mud  put  on  the 
courage  and  refolution  of  a  man  ;  for  I  am  every- 
where furrounded  with  dangers.  By  all  I  can  learn 
of  thefe  pirates,  my  dear  Macheath  is  not  of  the 
crew.  Perhaps  I  may  hear  of  him  among  the 
flaves  of  the  next  plantation.  How  fultry  is  the 
day!  this  made  will  refrefh  me.  I  am  jaded  too 
with  reflection.  How  reftlefs  is  love  !  [Mufick, 
two  or  three  bars  of  a  dead  March.]  Pm  tir'd,  I'm 
faint.  [Lies  down  on  a  bank>  and  while  the  March  is 
playing,  JJte  falls  ajleep.] 


Enter 
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Enter   Capstern,    Hacker,    Culverin,    La- 
guerre.     Polly  ajktp  in   a  diflant  part  of  the 

Hack.  We  mall  find  but  a  cool  reception  from; 
Morano,  if  we  return  without  either  booty  or  in- 
telligence. 

Cul.  A  man  of  invention  hath  always  intelli- 
gence ready. 

Cap.  If  we  had  got  booty,  you  know  we  had 
refolv'd  to  agree  in  a  lie. 

Lag.  Alack,  gentlemen,  we  are  not  fuch  bun- 
glers in  love  or  politicks,  but  we  muft  know  that 
either  to  get  favour  or  keep  it,  no  man  ever  fpeaks 
what  he  thinks,  but  what  is  convenient. 

AIR     II.      La  Cayalliere. 

Patriots  atfirj!  aloud  declare 

Old  England's  honour  they'll  pur fue  $ 

Each  fells  himfelf  at  laft,  and  fwears 
Infrejl  alone  was  all  his  view. 

All  the  world  thro\  there's  no  denying^ 

Profit  attends  on  fraud  and  lying  ; 

JLv'ry  man  liberty  !  property  !  crying^ 
Nobody,  nobody's  true. 

Cul.  Fatigue,  gentlemen,  mould  have  refrefh- 
ment.  A  iup  or  t«vo  of  our  cag  wrll  quicken  in* 
vention. 

[They  drink. 
All.     Agreed. 

E  2,  Hack. 
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Hack.  I  had  always  a  genius  for  ambition. 
Birth  and  education  cannot  keep  it  under.  Our 
profeffion  is  great,  brothers.  What  can  be  more 
heroic  than  to  have  declared  war  with  the  whole 
world  ? 

Cul.  'Tis  a  pleafure  to  me  to  recollect  times  pail, 
and  to  obferve  by  what  fteps  a  genius  will  pufh 
his  fortune. 

Hac  Now  as  for  me,  brothers,  mark  you  me.- 
After  I  had  rubb'd  through  my  youth  with  a  va- 
riety of  adventures,  I  was  preferr'd  to  be  footman 
to  an  eminent  gamefter,  where,  after  having  im- 
proved myfelf  by  his  manners  and  converfation,  I 
was  forced  to  have  recourfe  to  the  highway  for  a 
recruit  to  fet  me  up  ;  but  making  the  experiment 
once  too  often,  1  was  tried,  and  received  fentence  ; 
but  got  off  for  tranfportation  :  which  hath  made 
me  the  great  man  I  am. 

Cap.  Now,  you  muft  know,  I  was  a  drawer  of 
one  of  the  fashionable  taverns,  and  tho'  I  fay  it, 
nobody  was  better  bred.  I  often  cheated  my  maf- 
ter,  and  as  a  dutiful  fervant,  now  and  then  cheat- 
ed for  him.  I  was  ambitious  too  of  a  gentleman's 
profeffion,  and  turn'd  gamefter.  Tho'  I  had 
great  (kill  and  no  fcruples,  now  and  then  I  was 
fore'd  to  rob  with  piftols  too.  So  I  alio  owe  my 
rank  in  the  world  to  tranfportation. 

Cul.  Our  Chief,  Morano,  brothers,  had  never 
been  the  man  he  is,  had  he  not  been  train'd  up  in 
England.  He  has  told  me,  that  from  his  infancy 
he  was  the  favourite  page  of  a  lady.  He  had  a 
genius  too  above  fervice,  and,  like  us,  ran  into 
higher  life.  And,  indeed,  in  manners  and  con- 
verfation, tho'  he  is  black,  nobody  has  more  the 
air  of  a  great  man. 

Hack. 
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Hac.  He  is  too  much  attach'd  to  his  pleafures. 
That  miftrefs  of  his  is  a  clog  to  his  ambition. 
That  inveigling  gypfey,  brothers,  muft  be  hawl'd 
from  him  by  force.  And  then — the  kingdom  of 
Mexico  fhall  be  mine.  My  lot  fhall  be  the  king- 
dom of  Mexico. 

CuL  No,  no  :  Mexico  fhall  not  be  parted  with 
without  my  confent ;  Captain  Morano  to  be  fure 
will  choofe  Peru  ;  that's  the  country  of  gold,  and 
all  your  great  men  love  gold.  Mexico  hath  only 
iilver,  nothing  but  iilver.  Governor  of  Cartha- 
gena,  brother,  is  a  pretty  fnug  employment. 
That  I  (hall  not  difpute  with  you. 

Hac.  Death,  Sir, — I  fhall  not  part  with  Mexi- 
co fo  eafily.     (All  rije) 

Cap.  Nor  I. 

Cut.  Nor  I. 

Lag.  Nor  I. 

Hac.  Draw  then,  and  let  the  furvivor  take  it. 

[They  fight,  Polly  ivakes. 

Hold,  hold,  gentlemen  !  I  fee  booty.  A  pri- 
foner  !   Let  us  leize  him. 

Poily.  Spare  my  life,  gentlemen.  If  you  are 
the  men  I  take  you  for,  I  fought  you  to  fhare  your 
fortunes. 

Hac.   Why  who  do  you  take  us  for,  friend  ? 

Polly.  For  thofe brave  fpirits,  thofe  Alexanders, 
that  mall  foon,  by  conqueit,  be  in  poffelfion  of 
the  Indies. 

Lag.  A  mettled  young  fellow  ! 

Cap.  He  fpeaks  with  refjped:  too,  and  gives  us 
our  titles. 

Cul  Have  you  heard  of  Captain  Morano? 

Polly  I  came  hither  in  mere  ambition  to  ferve 
under  him.  I  would  willingly  chufe  the  more 
honourable  way  of  making  a  fortune. 

Hack. 
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Hack,  Who,  and  what  are  you,  friend  ? 

Polly.  A  young  fellow,  who  has  genteely  run 
out  his  fortune  with  a  fpirit,  and  would  now  with 
more  fpirit  retrieve  it. 

Cut.  The  lad  may  be  of  fervice.  Let  us  bring 
him  before  Morano,  and  leave  him  to  his  diiV 
pofal. 

Polly.  Gentlemen,  I  thank  you. 

A  I  R     III.     Minuet. 

Culverin.  Cheer,  up  my  lads,  let  us  pufli  on  the  fray. 
For  battles  like  women  are  loft  by  delay. 
Let  us  Jeizeviclory  zvhile  in  our  power  ; 
Alike  wax  and  love  have  their  critical  hour. 
Our  hearts  bold  and  fteady 
Should  always  be  ready; 
Soy  think  war  a  widow, a  kingdom  the  dower. 

[Exeunt. 

Another  Part  of  the  Country. 

Enter   Morano    and  Jenny. 

Mor.  Sure,  huffy,  you  have  more  ambition  and 
more  vanity  than  to  be  ferious  in  perfuading  me  to 
quit  my  conquefls.  Where  is  the  woman  who  is 
not  fond  of  title  ?  And  one  bold  ftep  more,  may 
make  you  a  queen,  you  gipfy.  Think  of  that. 
.When  you  are  a  queen,  jenny,  you  fhall  keep 
your  coach  and  fix,  and  game  as  deep  as  you  pleafe. 
So,  there's  the  two  chief  ends  of  woman's  ambi- 
tion iatisiied. 

AIR 
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AIR    IV.     Dr.  Arnold. 

Shall  I  not  be  bold  when  honour  calls  ? 

You've  a  heart  that  would  upbraid  me  then.    - 
Jenny.  But,  ah,  1  fear,  if  my  hero  falls, 

Thy  Jenny  Jhall  ne'er  know  pleajure  again. 
Mor.     To  deck  their  wives  fond  tradefmen  cheat ; 

I  conquer  but  to  make  thee  great. 
Jenny.  But  if  my  hero  falls, — ah  then 

Thy  Jenny  Jhall  ne'er  know  pleafure  again  ! 

Mor.  Infmuating  creature  !  but  you  mult  own, 
Jenny,  you  have  had  convincing  proofs  of  my 
fondnefs ;  and  if  you  were  reafonable  in  your 
love,  you  mould  have  fome  regard  to  my  honour, 
as  well  as  my  perfon. 

Jenny.  Have  I  ever  betrayed  you  ilnce  you  took 
me  to  yourfelf  ?  That's  what  few  women  can  fay, 
who  ever  were  trufted. 

Mor.  In  love,  Jenny,  you  cannot  out-do  me. 
Was  it  not  entirely  for  you  that  I  difguis'd  myfelf 
as  a  black,  to  ikreen  myfelf  from  women  who  laid 
claim  to  me  wherever  1  went  ?  Is  not  the  rumour 
of  my  death,  which  I  purpofely  fpread,  credited 
thro*  the  whole  country  ?  Macheath  is  dead  to  ail 
the  world  but  you.  Not  one  of  the  crew  have  the 
leaft  fufpicion  of  me.  What  do  you  propofe  ? 
What  would  you  have  me  do  ?  Speak  out,  let  me 
know  your  mind. 

Jenny.  Know  when  you  are  well. 

Mor.  Explain  yourfelf;  fpeak  your  fentimenta- 
freely. 

Jenny* 
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'Jenny.  You  have  a  competence  in  your  power. 
Rob  the  crew,  and  Heal  off  to  England. 

Mor.  Your  opinion  of  me  ftartles  me.  For  I 
never  in  my  life  was  treacherous  but  to  women  ; 
and  you  know  men  of  the  nicefl  pundtilio  make 
nothing  of  that. 

Jenny.  Look  round  among  all  the  fnug  for- 
tunes that  are  made,  and  you  will  find  mod:  of  'em 
were  fecur'd  by  a  judicious  retreat.  Why  will 
you  bar  yourfelf  from  the  cuftoms  of  the  times  ? 
Believe  me  Captain,  you  will  be  rich  enough  to 
be  refpected  by  your  neighbours. 

A  I  R     V.     Peggy's   Mill. 

When  gold  is  in  hand, 

It  gives  us  command; 
It  makes  us  lov'dand  rejpetled. 

,ctis  now,  as  of  yore, 

Wit  andfenfe,  when  poor, 
Jre  fcorn'd,  o'erlook'd,  andneglecled. 

Tho'  peevifli  and  old, 

If  women  have  gold, 
They  have  youth,  good-humour,  and  beauty  : 

Among  all  mankind, 

Without  it  we  find 
Nor  love,  nor  favour,  nor  duty. 

Enter    Sailor. 

Sailor.  Sir,  Lieutenant  Vanderbluff  wants  to 
fpeak  with  you.  And  he  hopes  your  honour  will 
give  him  the  hearing.  \ExtU 

Mor.  Leave  me,  Jenny,  for  a  few  minutes. 
Perhaps  he  would  fpeak  with  me  in  private. 

Jenny. 
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Jenny.  Think  of  my  advice  before  it  is  too  late. 
By  this  embrace  I  beg  it  of  you.  [Exit. 

Enter    Vanderbluff. 

Van.  For  fhame,  Captain  ;  what,  hamper'd  in 
the  arms  of  a  woman,  when  your  honour  and 
glory  are  at  flake !  while  a  man  is  grappling 
with  thefe  gil-flirts,  he  runs  his  reafon  a-ground  ; 
and  there  muft  be  a  woundy  deal  of  labour  to  fet 
it  a-float  again. 

AIR    VI.     Dr.  Arnold. 

Woman's  like  the  flat? ring  ocean, 

Who  herpathlefs  ways  can  find? 
Every  blaft  diretls  her  motion, 

Now  fae's  angry,  now  /lie's  kind. 
What  a  fool's  the  vent'rous  lover, 

Whirl 'd  andtofis'dby  every  wind! 
Can  the  bark  the  port  recover 

When  the  filly  pilot's  blind? 

Excufe  my  plain  fpeaking,  Captain  ;  a  boatfwain 
muft  fwear  in  a  ftorm,  and  a  man  mud  fpeak 
plain,  when  he  fees  foul  weather  a-head  of  us. 

Mor.  You  feem  frighten'd,  Lieutenant. 

Van.  From  any  body  but  you,  that  fpeech 
mould  have  had  another-guefs  anlwer  than  words. 
Death,  Captain,  are  not  the  indies  in  difpute? 
An  hour's  delay  may  make  their  hands  too  many 
for  us.  Give  the  word,  Captain,  this  hand  ihall 
take  the  Indian  King  prifoner,  and  keel-hawl  him 
afterwards,  till  I  make  him  difcover  his  gold. 
F  I  haVc 
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I  have  known  you  eager  to  venture  your  life  for  a 
lefs  prize. 

Mor.  Are  Hacker,  Culverin,  Capftern,  La- 
guerre,  and  the  reft,  whom  we  fent  out  for  intel- 
ligence, returned,  that  you  are  under  this  imme- 
diate alarm  ? 

Van,  No,  Sir ;  but  from  the  top  of  yon  hill, 
I  myfelf  faw  the  enemy  putting  themfelves  in  or- 
der of  battle. 

Mor.  But  we  have  nothing  at  all  to  apprehend ; 
for  we  have  ftill  a  fafe  retreat  to  our  fhips. 

Van.  To  our  women  you  mean.  Furies  !  you 
talk  like  one.  If  our  Captain  is  bewitch'd,  mail 
we  be  be-devil'd,  and  lofe  the  footing  we  have 
got?  [Draws. 

Mor.  Take  care,  Lieutenant.  This  language 
may  provoke  me.  I  fear  nothing,  and  that  you 
know.  Put  up  your  cutlafs,  for  I  fhall  not  ruin 
our  caufe  by  a  private  quarrel. 

Van.  Noble  Captain,  I  ask  pardon. 

Mor.  A  brave  man  fhould  be  cool  till  action, 
Lieutenant ;  when  danger  prefTes  us,  I  am  always 
ready.  Be  fatisfied ;  I'll  take  my  leave  of  my 
wife,  and  then  take  the  command. 

Van.  That's  what  you  can  never  do  till  you  have 
her  leave.  She  is  but  juft  gone  from  you,  Sir. 
See  her  not ;  hear  her  not ;  the  breath  of  a  wo- 
man has  ever  prov'd  a  contrary  wind  to  great  ac- 
tions. 

Mor.  I  tell  you  I  will  fee  her.  I  have  got  rid 
of  many  a  woman  in  my  time,,  and  you  may  truft 
me 

Van.     With  any  woman  but  her.    The  huf- 

band 
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band  that  is  govern'd  is  the  only  man  that  never 
finds  out  that  he  is  fo. 

Mor.  This  then,  Lieurenant,  fhall  try  my  refo- 
lution.  In  the  mean  time,  fend  out  parties  and 
fcouts  to  obferve  the  motions  of  the  Indians. 


A  I  R    VII.  The  Boatman. 

Tho*  different  paj/ions  rage  by  turns , 

Within  my  breafi  fermenting  ; 
Now  blazes  love,  nozv  honour  burns , 

Tm  here,  Vm  there  con/en ting. 
I'll  each  obey,  Jo  keep  my  oath, 

That  oath  by  which  I  won  her : 
With  truth  and fieadinefs  in  both, 
I'll  atl  like  a  man  of  honour* 

Enter  Jenny,  Capstern,  Culverin,  Hacker 
Laguerre,  and  Polly. 

Jenny.  Hacker,  Sir,  and  the  reft  of  the  party 
are  returned  with  a  prifoner.  Perhaps  from  him 
you  may  learn  fome  intelligence  that  may  be  ufe- 
ful.  See,  here  they  are. — A  clever  fprightly  young 
fellow  !  I  like  him.  [AJide. 

Van.  What  cheer,  my  lads  ?  has  fortune  fent 
you  a  good  prize  ? 

Jenny.     He  feems  fome  rich  planter's  fon. 

Mor.  Hath  he  inform'd  you  of  any  thing  that 
may  be  of  fervice  ?  where  pick'd  you  him  up  ? 
whence  is  he  ? 

Hack.  We  found  him  upon  the  road.  He  is 
a  ftranger  it  feems  in  thefe  parts, 

F  2,  Mor. 
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Mor.     What  are  you,  friend  ? 

Pol.  A  young  fellow,  who  hath  been  robb'd 
by  the  world  -,  and  I  came  on  purpofe  to  join  you, 
to  rob  the  world  by  way  of  retaliation.  I  would 
ferve,  Sir. 


A  I  R    VIII.     Hunt  the  Squirrel 

The  world  is  akv ays  jarring ; 

This  is  purfuing 

T'other  maris  ruin. 
Friends  zvith  friends  are  warring, 

In  a  falfe  cozvardly  way. 
Spurred  on  by  emulation, 

Tongues  are  engaging, 

Calumny  raging, 
Murthers  reputation, 

Envy  keeps  up  the  fray* 
Thus,  with  burning  hate, 
Each,  returning  hate, 
Wounds  and  robs  his 'friends \  \ 

In  civil  life, 

Even  man  and  zvife 
Squabble  for  felfijh  ends. 

Jenny.     He  really  is  a  mighty  pretty  man. 

m  [Afiii. 
Vox.     The  lad  promifes  well,  and  has  juft  no- 
tions of  the  world. 

Mor.  Whatever  other  great  men  do,  I  love 
to  encourage  merit.  The  youth  pleafes  me  ;  and 
if  he  anfwers  in  action — d'you  hear  me,  my  lad  ? 

*— your 
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■ — your  fortune  is  made.     Now,  Lieutenant  Yan- 
derbluff,  I  am  for  you. 

Van.     Difcipline  mud  not  be  neglected. 

Mor.  When  every  thing  is  fettled,  my  dear 
Jenny,  I  will  return  to  take  my  leave.  After  thar, 
young  gentleman,  1  mall  try  your  mettle. 

[Exit  Morano. 


Manent  Jenny  and  Polly, 

Jenny.  How  many  women  have  you  ever  rum'd, 
young  gentleman  ? 

Potty.  I  have  been  ruin'd  by  women,  madam. 
But  1  think  indeed  a  man's  fortune  cannot  be  more 
honourably  difpos'd  of ;  for  thofe  have  always  a 
kind  of  claim  to  their  protection,  who  have  been 
ruin'd  in  their  fervice. 

Jenny.  Were  you  ever  in  love  ? 

Polly.  With  the  fex. 

Jenny.  Had  you  never  a  woman  in  love  with, 
you? 

Polly.  All  the  women  that  ever  I  knew  were 
mercenary. 

Jenny.  But  fure  you  cannot  think  all  women  fo. 

Polly.  Why  not  as  well  as  all  men  ? 

Jenny.  If  you  have  found  only  fuch  ufage,  a 
generous  woman  can  the  more  oblige  you.  Why 
ib  bafhful,  young  fpark  ?  You  don't  look  as  if 
you  would  revenge  yourfelf  on  the  fex. 

Polly.  I  loll  my  impudence  with  my  fortune. 
Poverty  keeps  dowjj  affurance. 

Jenny.  I  am  a  plain-fpoken  woman,  as  you  may 

find,  and  I  own  I  like  you.     And,  let  me  tell 

i  yen, 
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you,  to  be  my  favourite  may  be  your  beft  flep  to 
preferment. 


A  I  R     IX.     Dr.   Arkold. 

In  love  and  life  the  prefent  ufe, 
One  hour  we  grant \  the  next  refufe  ; 

Who  then  would  r  if  que  a  nay  ? 
Were  lovers  wife  they  would  be  kind, 
And  in  our  eyes  the  moment  find ; 

For  only  then  they  may. 

There  never  was  a  man  of  true  courage,  who  was 
a  coward  in  love.  Sure  you  are  not  afraid  of  me, 
{tripling  ?  [taking  Polly  by  the  hand. 

Polly.  I  know  you  only  rally  me. 

Jenny.  Such  raillery  as  this,  my  dear,  requires 
replication,     (fondling.) 

Polly.  You'll  pardon  me  then,  Madam. 

[Kijfes  her. 

Jenny.  What,  my  cheek  !  let  me  die,  if  by 
your  kifs,  I  mould  not  take  you  for  my  brother 
or  my  father. 

Polly.  I  muft  put  on  more  aflurance,  or  I  mall 
be  difcover'd.  \Afide.~\  Nay  then,  Madam,  if  a 
woman  will  allow  me  liberties,  they  are  never 
flung  away  upon  me.  If  am  too  rude —  [Kijfes  her. 

Jenny.  A  woman  never  pardons  the  contrary 
fault. 


AIR 
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A  I  R   X.      Dr.    Arnold. 

Ife  ntOer  blame  the  forward  fwain, 
Who  puts  us  to  the  trial 
Polly.    I  know  you  firji  would  give  me  pain> 

Then  baulk  me  with  denial. 
Jenny.  What  mean  we  then  by  being  trfdP 
Polly.    With  [corn  and  flight  to  ufe  us. 

Mojl  beauties,  to  indulge  their  pride, 
Seem  kind  but  to  rejufe  us. 

Jenny.  Come  then,  my  dear,  let  us  take  a  turn 
in  yonder  grove.  A  woman  never  mews  her  pride 
•but  before  witneffes. 

Polly.  How  fhall  I  get  rid  of  this  affair  ?  [JJide.] 
Morano  may  furprize  us. 

Jenny.  That  is  more  a  wife's  concern.  Confider, 
young  man,  if  I  have  put  myfelf  in  your  power, 
you  are  in  mine. 

Tolly.  We  may  have  more  eafy  and  fafe  oppor- 
tunities. 

Jenny.  To  a  man  who  lofes  one  opportunity, 
we  never  grant  a  fecond.  Excufes  !  confederation  ! 
he  hath  not  a  fpark  of  love  in  hirm  I  muft  be 
his  aversion !  go,  monfter,  I  hate  you,  and  you 
fhall  find  I  can  be  reveng'd. 

Enter  Morano. 

Sure  never  was  fuch  infolence !  how  could  you 
leave  me  with  this  bully?  If  I  had  given  him  the 

leaft 
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kail  encouragement,  it  would  not  have  provok'd 
me.     Odious  creature  \ 

Morano.  What-a-vengance  is  the  matter  ? 

Jenny.  Only  an  attempt  upon  your  wife.  So 
lipeanaffurance  !  he  muft  have  fuck'd  in  impu- 
tlence  from  his  mother. 

Morano.  Perhaps  his  views  might  be  honoura- 
ble. If  I  had  been  kill'd  in  battle,  'tis  good  to  be 
beforehand.  You  know  it  is  a  way  often  pradtis'd 
to  make  fure  of  a  widow. 

Jenny.  I  hate  you  for  being  fo  little  jealous.*" 

Morano.  Tho'  I  like  impudence,  yet  'tis  not 
{o  agreeable  when  put  in  practice  upon  my  own 
wife :  and  jefting  apart,  young  fellow,  if  I  ever 
catch  you  thinking  this  way  again,  a  cat-o'-nine 
tails  mall  cool  your  courage. 


Enter  Vanderbluff,  Capstern,   Laguerre, 
&c.  with  Cawwawkee,  Prifoner, 

Van.  The  party,  Captain,  is  return'd  with  fuc- 
cefs.  After  a  ihort  fkirmifh,  the  Indian  Prince, 
Cawwawkee,  here,  was  made  prifoner,  and  we 
want  your  orders  for  his  difpofal. 

Mor.  Are  all  our  troops  ready  and  under  arms  ? 

Van.  They  wait  but  for  your  command 

Mor.  Look'e,  Lieutenant,  the  trufling  up  this 
Prince,  in  my  opinion,  would  ftrike  a  terror  a- 
mong  the  enemy.  Befides,  dead  men  can  do  no 
mifchief.  Let  a  gibbet  be  fet  up,  and  fwing  him 
off  between  the  armies  before  the  onfet. 

Van.  By  your  leave,  Captain,  my  advice  blows 
directly  contrary.     I  am  for  putting  him  firft  of 

all 
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nil  upon  examination.  The  Indians  to  be  furc 
-have  hid  their  treafures,  and  we  mail  want  a  guide 
to  fhew  us  the  bed  plunder. 

Mor.  The  counfel  is  good.  1  will  extort  intel- 
ligence from  him.  Bring  me  word  when  the  ene- 
my are  in  motion,  and  that  inftant  111  put  myfelf 
at  your  head.  [Exit  Sailor.]  Do  you  know  me, 
Prince  ? 

Cazv.  As  a  man  of  injuftice  I  know  you. 
Mor.  Do  you  know  my  power  ? 
Caw.  I  fear  it  not. 
Mor.  Do  you  know  your  danger  ? 
Cazv.  I  am  prepared  to  meet  it. 
Mor.  Stubborn  prince,  mark  me  well.     Your 
life  is  in  my-power. 
-     Caw.  My  virtue  is  in  my  own. 
Mor.  Can  you  feel  pain,? 
Caw.  I  can  bear  it. 

Mor.  In  what  condition  are  your  troops  ?  What 
numbers  have  you  ?  How  are  they  difpos'd  ?  A6t 
reafonably  and  openly,  and  you  mall  find  pro- 
tection. 

Caw.  What,  betray  my  friends  !  I  am  no  cow- 
ard, European. 

Mor.  Torture  fhall  make  you  fqueak. 
Cazv.  Pain  mall  neither  make  me  lie  or  betrav. 
Van.  What,     neither    cheat    nor    be   cheated  ! 
There  is  no  having  either  commerce  or  correfpdn- 
dence  with  thefe  creatures. 

Polly.  Plow    happy   are  thefe    favages !    Who 
would  not  wifh  to  be  in  fuch  ignorance  ?     [jffide, 
Mor.  You  have  treafures,  you  have  gold   and 
Jilver  among  you,  I  fuppofe. 

Caw.  But  out  of  benevolence  we  ought  to  hide 

it  from  )vu.     For,  as  we  hare  heard,  'tis  fo  rank 

G  a 
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a  poifon  to  you  Europeans,  that  the  very  touch  of 
it  makes  you  mad. 

Mor.  Diicover  your  treafures,  your  hoards,  for 
I  will  have  the  ranfacking  of  'em.  1  will  have 
immediate  compliance,  or  you  fhall  undergo  the 
torture. 

Caw.  With  difhonour  life  is  nothing  worth. 

Mor.  Furies  !  I'll  trifle  no  longer.  Torture 
him  leifurely,  but  feverely.  I  fhall  ftagger  your 
refo  kit  ion,  Indian. 

Caw.  Your  menaces  do  but  move  my  con- 
jtempt,  European. 

A  I  R     XII.     Dr.  Arnold. 

The  body  of  the  brave  may  be  taken \ 

If  chance  bring  on  our  adverfe  hour  ; 
But  the  noble  foul  isunjhaken, 

For  that  fill  is  in  our  power : 
'Tis  a  rock  whofe  firm  foundation 

Mocks  the  waves  of  perturbation  •, 
'Ti's  a  never-dying  ray, 

Brighter  in  our  evil  day. 

[Exit  Caw. guarded. 

Mor.  Hold  !  Pll  fee  him  tortur'd.  I  will  have 
the  pleafure  of  extorting  anfwers  from  him  my- 
felf.    So  keep  him  fafe  till  you  have  my  directions. 

Lag.  It  fhall  be  done. 

Mor.  As  for  you,  young  gentleman,  I  think  it 
not  proper  to  truft  you  till  I  know  you  farther. 
Let  him  be  your  prifoner  too  till  I  give  order 
how  to  difpole  of  him. 

[Exit  Polly  guarded. 

Enter 
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Manent  Morano,  Jenny   and  Vanderbluff. 

Van.  Come,  noble  Captain,  take  one  hearty 
fmack  upon  her  lips,  and  then  fleer  off;  for  one 
kifs  requires  another,  and  you  will  never  have 
done  with  her.  If  once  a  man  and  woman  come 
to  grappling,  there's  no  hawling  of  'em  afunder. 
Our  friends  expect  us. 

Jenny.  Nay,  Lieutenant  Vanderbluff,  he  mall 
not  go  yet. 

Van.  I'm  out  of  all  patience.  There  is  a  time 
for  all  things,  Madam.  We  mould  be  now  upon 
the  ipot. 

Jenny.  Is  the  Captain  under  your  command, 
Lieutenant  ? 

Van,  I  know  women  better  than  fo.  I  fhall 
never  difpute  the  command  with  any  gentleman's 
wife.  Come  Captain,  a  woman  will  never  take 
the  lad:  kifs ;  me  will  always  want  another.  Break 
from  her  clutches. 

Mor.  I  mult  go But  I  cannot. 

A  I  R    XIII.      Excufe  me. 

Honour  calls  me  from  thy  arms,  [to  him. 

With  glory  my  bofom  is  beating. 
Villory  fummons  to  arms :  then  to  arms 
Let  us  hafte,  for  we're  fur e  of  defeating. 

One  look  more — and  then [to  hgf. 

Oh,  I  am  loft  again  I 
What  a  p07juer  has  beauty  ! 
But  honour  calls,  and  I  muft  away.         [to  him. 
But  love  forbids,  and  I  muft  obey.  .         [to  her. 

You  grow  too  bold ;     [Van .  fulling  him  away. 

Hence,  loo fe  your  hold,  [to 'him. 

JFor  love  claims  all  my  duty.  [to  her. 

G  2  Van, 
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Fan.  Lofe  the  treafure  then,  with  all  my  hear?. 
Lofe  the  money,  and  you  lofe  the  woman,  that  I 
I  can  tell  you,  Captain.  Furies,  what  would  the 
woman  be  at ! 

Jen.  Not  fo  hafty  and  choleric,  I  beg  you, 
Lieutenant.  Give  me  the  hearing,  and  perhaps,- 
whatever  you  may  think  of  us,  you  may  once  in 
your  life  hear  a  woman  fpeak  reafon. 

Fan.  Difpatch  then, 

Jen.  I  am  againft  hazarding  a  battle.  Why 
mould  we  put  what  we  have  already  got  to  the 
rifque  ?  We  have  money  enough  on  board  our 
mips  to  fecure  our  perfons,  and  can  referve  a 
comfortable  fubfiftence  betides. 

Fan.  Sure  you  are  the  Srit  of  the  fex  that  ever 
flinted  herfelf  in  love  or  money.  If  it  were  con- 
fiitent  with  our  honour,  her  counfel  were  worth 
liftening  to. 

Jen.  Confident  with  our  honour  !  For  fhame, 
Lieutenant ;  you  may  talk  of  honour,  as  other 
great  men  do  :  But  when  intereft  comes  in  your 
way,  you  mould  do  as  other  great  men  do. 

A  I  R     XIV.       Ruben, 

Honour  plays  a  bubble's  par ■/, 

Ever  bilk'd  and  cheated  ;- 
Never  in  ambition's  heart, 

Infrejl  there  is  Jeated. 
Honour  was  in  ufe  of  yore y 

Tho'  by  want  attended : 
Since  'tzuas  talk'd  of  and  no  more  y 

Lord,  how  times  are  mended  ! 

Fan 
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Van.  What  think  you  of  her  propofal,  noble 
captain  ?  We  may  pnfh  matters  too  far. 

Jen.  Confider,  my  dear,  the  Indies  are  only 
treafures  in  expectation.  All  your  fenfible  men, 
now  a  days,  love  the  ready.  Let  us  feize  the 
fliips  then,  and  away  for  England,  while  we  have 
the  opportunity. 

Fan.  We  may  make  our  retreat  without  fuf- 
picion,  for  they  will  readily  impute  our  being  miff 
to  the  accidents  of  war. 

Mor.  If  you  are  fatisfy'd,  and  for  your  fecu- 
rity,  Jenny.  For  any  man  may  allow  that  he  has 
money  enough,  when  he  hath  money  enough  to' 
his  wife. 

Enter     Sailor, 

Sail.  There  is  juft  now  news  arriv'd,  that  the 
troops  of  the  plantation  have  intercepted  the  paf- 
fage  to  our  fhips  ;  fo  that  victory  is  our  only  hope. 
The  Indian  forces  too  are  ready  to  march,  and 
ours  grow  impatient  for  your  prefence,  noble  cap- 
tain. 

Mor.     I'll  be  with  'em. 

Jen.  Nay  then,  if  affairs  are  defperate,  no- 
thing fhall  part  me  from  you,  I'll  fhare  your 
dangers. 

Mor.     Let  us  on  to  battle,  to  victory  ! 


A  I  R 
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A  IR     XV.      The  Marlborough'. 

We  the  [word  of  valour  drawings 

Terror  cafi  in  adverfe  eyes; 

In  defpair  alt  courage  lies  ; 

'lis  like  lightning  keen  and  awing. 
Charge  the  foe,  lay  them  low  ; 
On  then  and  /hike  the  blow  ! 
Hark,  victory  calls  us.     The  foe  is  difmafd : 
J  he  cozvard  is,  of  his  ozvnjliadow,  afraid. 
Let  defpair  lead  to  battle !  no  courage  fo  great 
Thy  mufi  conquer  or  die  who  have  no  retreat. 


End  of  the  SECOND  ACT. 


ACT 
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ACT  III. 

A    ROOM  of  a  poor   Cottage. 

Cawwawkee    in  chains,  and    Polly. 
Polly. 


u. 


N fortunate  prince  !  I  cannot  blame  your 
cjiibclief,  when  I  tell  you  that  I  admire  your  vir- 
tues, and  fhare  in  your  misfortunes.  Would  it 
were  in  my  power  to  give  you  proofs  of  my  com- 
panion. Had  you  means  of  efcape,  you  could 
not  refufe  it.     To  prefer ve  your  life  is  your  duty. 

Caw.     By  diihoneft  means  I  fcorn  it. 

Pol.  But  ftxatagem  is  allowed  in  war.  You 
may  fave  your  friends  from  affliction,  and  be  the 
inftrument  of  refcuingyour  country. 

Caw.     Thofe  are  powerful  inducements. 

Pol.  I'll  talk  with  our  guard.  What  induces 
them  to  rap  in  and  murther,  will  induce  'em  to  be- 
tray. 

Caw.  You  may  do  as  you  pleafe.  But  what- 
ever you  promife  for  me,  I  will  perform.  For  tho' 
a  knave  may  break  his  word  with  a  knave,  an 
honelt  tongue  knows  no  fuch  diftindtions. 

Po '.  Gentlemen,  I  deiire  fome  conference  with 
you,  that  may  be  for  your  advantage. 

Enter 
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Enter  Lacuerre  and  Capstern. 

Pol  Know  you  that  you  have  the  Indian 
prince  in  your  cuftody  i 

Lag.     Full  well. 

Pol.  Know  you  the  treafures  that  are  in  his 
power  ? 

Lag.  1  know  too  that  they  fhall  foon  be 
purs. 

Pol.  In  having  him  in  your  poffeflion  they  are 
yours. 

Lag.     As  how,  friend  ? 

•     He  might  well  reward  you. 

Lag*     For  what  ? 

PoL     For  his  liberty. 

Cazv.  Yes,  European,  I  pan  and  will  reward 
you. 

Cap.  He's  a  great  man,  and  I  truft  no  fuch 
promifes. 

Caw.  I  have  faid  it,  European  ;  and  an  Indi- 
an's heart  is  always  anfwerable  for  his  words. 

PoL     Think  of  the  chance  of  war,  gentlemen. 

Lag.  What  think  you  of  the  propofal  ?  Eve- 
ry man  for  himfelf,  fay  I.  Confider,  brother, 
we  run  no  rifque 

Cap.     Nay,  I  have  no  objections. 

Pol.  You  may  rely  upon  the  Prince's  word  as 
much  as  if  he  was  a  poor  man. 

Lag.     Let  us  unbind  him  then. 

Cap.     Our  fortunes  then  are  made. 

Exeunt  Lag.  and  Cap. 

Pol.  Now,  Prince,  I  fhall  have  the  happinefs, 
pi  reftoring  you  to  your  father. 

Caw. 
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Caw.  Thou  noble,  generous  youth  !  Your  vir- 
tue and  fidelity  have  even  redeemed  your  country 
in  my  good  opinion.  But  who  that  had  ever  felc 
the  iatisfaclion  of  virtue,  would  ever  part  with 
it  i" 

AIR    I,     Tamo  tanto. 

DUET. 

Virtue's  treafure 

Is  a  pleafure, 
Cheerful  even  amid  dijlrefs  ; 

Nor  pain  nor  crojjes, 

Nor  grief  nor  lojjes, 
Nor  death  itfelf  can  make  it  lefs  : 

Here  relying, 
Suffering,  dying, 
Honefi  fouls  find  all  redrefs. 

Ex:unJ, 

The  Indian  Camp. 
Pohetohee,  with  Attendants. 

Poh.  My  fon  a  prifoner !  Tortur'd  perhaps,  and 
inhumanly  butcher'd  !  Human  nature  cannot  bear 
up  againit  fuch  afflictions.  The  war  muft  fuffer 
by  his  abfence.  More  then  is  requir'd  from  me. 
Grief  raifes  my  relblution,  and  calls  me  to  relieve 
him,  or  to  a  juft  revenge.  What  mean  thofe 
(houts  ? 

H  Enter 


50  POLLY: 

Enter    Indian. 

Tnd.  The  Prince,  Sir,  is  return'd.  The  troops 
are  animated  by  his  pretence.  With  fome  of  the 
pirates  in  his  retinue,  he  waits  your  Majefty's 
commands. 

Enter   Cawwawkee,     Polly,    Laguerre, 
Capstern,  &e. 

Poh.  Victory  then  is  ours.  Let  me  embrace 
him.  Welcome,  my  fon  !  Without  thee  my 
heart  could  not  have  felt  a  triumph. 

Caw.  Let  this  youth  then  receive  your  thanks. 
To  him  are  owing  my  life  and  liberty.  And  the 
love  of  virtue  alone  gain'd  me  his  friendfhip. 

Poh.  This  hath  convinc'd  me  that  an  European 
can  be  generous  and  honefl. 

Caw.  Thefe  others,  indeed,  have  different  mo- 
tives. I  owe  their  fervices  to  gold,  and  my  pro- 
mife  is  engaged  to  reward  them. 

Lag.  I  hope  your  Majefty  will  not  forget  our 
fervices. 

Poh.  I  am  bound  for  my  fon's  engagements. 

Caw.  May  this  young  man  be  my  companion  in 
the  war !    As  a  boon  I   reOjUeit  it  of  you. 

Poh .  I  leave  you  to  appoint  him  his  command. 
Difpofe  of  him  as  you  judge  convenient. 

Pol  To  fall  into  their  hands  is  certain  torture 
and  death,  as  far  as  my  youth  and  Icrength  will 
permit  me,  you  may  rely  upon  my  duty. 

Caw.  I  rely  upon  your  friendfnip. 


AIR 
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A  I  Pv     II.     O  law  ye  my  father. 

Love  with  beauty  is  flying, 
'Tis  blooming  and  dying. 

But  friend/flip  lajls  on  the  year  ; 
All  feafons  defying. 
No  trial  denying, 

*J  hat  flame  burns  ever  clear* 

Love  is  by  long  enjoying, 
Difgufting  and  cloying, 

but  friendjhip's  aflame  divine.  ^ 
Enjoying  it  the  longer, 
Still  ft ronger  and  ftronger, 

May  it  bum  in  your  breajl  like  mine  ! 

[Exeunt, 


The  field  of  battle. 
Enter  Morano,  Hacker,  Culverin,  Pirates, 

VaNDER  BLUFF,    &C. 

Mor.  Treachery,  treachery,  rank  treachery  !  \ 

Hac.  Who  is  treacherous  ? 

Mor*  Capftern  and  Laguerre  have  let  the  Prince 
and  the  {tripling  you  took  prifoner  efcape,  and 
are  gone  off  with  them  to  the  Indians.  Upon 
your  duty,  gentlemen,  this  day  depends  our  all. 

Hac.  We  have  nothing  to  trull  to  but  death  or 
victory. 

Van. 
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Van.  Were  they  dragons,  my  lads,  as  they  fit* 
brooding  upon  treafure,  we  would  fright  them 
from  their  nefts. 

Mor.  But  fee  the  enemy  are  advancing  to  clore 
engagement. — We  are  overpower'd  by  numbers, 
and  our  retreat  is  cut  off.  Fall  on  then.  Sound 
the  charge. 

AIR     III.      Prince  Eugene's  march.. 

When  the  tyger  roams 
And  the  timorous  flock  is  in  his  view, 

Fury  foams, 
He  thirfls  for  the  blood  of  the  crew  : 

His  greedy  eyes  he  throws, 

Thirfl  with  their  number  grows, 
On  he  pours,  with  a  wide  wafle  pur  filing, 

Spreading  the  plain  with  a  general  ruin  : 
Thus  let  us  charge,  and  our  foes  overturn  : 

Let  us  on  one  and  all ! 

How  they  fly,  how  they  fall! 

For  the  war,  for  the  prize  I  burn. 

[Exeunt, 

[Alarm"]  Enter  Ducat. 

Due.  A  flight  wound  now  would  have  been  a 
good  certificate  ;  but  who  dares  contradict  a  fol- 
dier  ?  'Tis  your  common  foldiers  who  muft  con- 
tent themlelves  with  mere  fighting ;  but  'tis  we 
officers  that  run  away  with  the  moft  fame,  as  well 
as  pay.  For  my  own  part,  the  fame  of  a  talking- 
hero  will  fatisfy  me  ;  the  found  of  whofe  valour 
amazes  and  aftonifhes  all  peaceable  men,  women, 

an4 
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and  children.  Since  every  body  gives  a  man  lefs 
praife  than  he  deferves,  a  man,  in  juiticeto  him- 
felf,  ought  to  make  up  deficiencies. 

Enter  Pohetohee,  Cawwawkee,  and  Indians. 

Poh.  Had  Morano  been  taken  or  flain,  our  vic- 
tory had  been  compleat. 

Due.  A  hare  may  efcape  from  a  maftifT.  I 
could  not  be  a  greyhound  too. 

Poh  How  have  you  diipos'd  of  theprifoners  ? 

Caw.  They  are  all  under  fate  guard.  The  youth 
who  refcu'd  me  from  thefe  cruel  men  is  miffing ; 
and  amidvt  all  our  fuccelTes  I  cannot  feel  happinefs. 
J  fear  he  is  among  the  flain.  What  hath  victo- 
ry done  for  me  ?  1  have  loll  a  friend. 


A  I  Pv     IV.     Kate  of  Aberdeen. 

tfhe  turtle  thus  upon  the/pray, 

In  murmurs  moans  his  mate ; 
Dreads  (he  fad  caufe  that,  makes  her  fir  ay  y 

The  gun  or  nether  fate. 
0  bring  me,  bring  me  back  my  friend! 

My  bofom  throbs  with  fear, 
My  life  andforrozv  foon  will  end, 

Unlefs  he  foon  appear. 

\ 
Po/z.*Deador  alive,   bring  me  intelligence  of 
him  ;  for  I  mare  in  my  fort's  affliction. 

[£.17/  Indian. 

Ducat. 
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Due.  I  had  better  too  be  upon  the  fpot,  or 
my  men  may  embezzle  fome  plunder  which  by 
right  mould  be  mine.  [Exit. 

$nter  Indian. 

Ind.  The  youth,  Sir,  with  a  party,  is  juft  re- 
turn'd  from  the  purfuit.  He's  here  to  attend  your 
'Majefty's  commands. 

i 

Enter  Polly  and  Indians. 

■Caw.  Let  me  fly  to  embrace  him  ! 

[Runs  and  introduces  Polly. 

Poh.  The  obligations  my  fon  hath  received  from 
you,  makes  me  take  a  part  in  his  friendship.  In 
your  fafety  victory  has  been  doubly  kind  to  me. 
If  Morano  hath  efcap'd,  juftice  only  referves  him 
to  be  punifh'd  by  another  hand. 

PoL  In  the  rout,  Sir,  I  overtook  him,  made 
him  my  prifoner,  and  left  him  without,  under  Uriel: 
guard,  till  I  receiv'd  your  Majefty's  commands  for 
his  difpofal. 

Poh.  Sure  this  youth  was  fent  me  as  a  guardian  ! 
Let  your  prifoner  be  brought  before  us. 


Enter  Morano,  gu 

Mor.  Here's  a  young  treacherous  dog  now,  who 
hangs  the  hufband  to  come  at  the  wife.  Your  fon's 
liberty,  to  be  fure,  you  think  better  worth  than 
mine ;  fo  that  I  allow  you  a  good  bargain  if  I 
take  my  own  for  his  ranfom,  without  a  gratuity. 
You  know,  King,  he  is  my  debtor. 

Poh. 
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Poh.  He  hath  the  obligations  to  thee  of  a 
flieep  who  hath  efcap'd  out  of  the  jaws  of  the 
wolf,  beaft  of  prey  ! 

Mor.  Your  great  men  will  never  own  their 
debts,  that's  certain. 

Poh.  Trifle  not  with  juftice,  impious  man. 
Your  barbarities,  your  rapin,  your  rnurthers  are 
now  at  an  end.  Would  not  your  honeft  in- 
duftry  have  been  fuflicient  to  have  fupported 
you  ? 

Mor.  Koneft  induftry  !  All  great  geniuffes  are 
above  it. 

Poh.  [  Have  you  no  refpect  for  virtue  ? 

Mor.  The  pradtifers  of  it  are  feldom  found  m 
the  beft  company. 

Poh.     Is  not  wifdom  efteemed  among  you  } 

Mor.  Yes,  Sir  ;  as  a  (rep  to  riches  and  power  ; 
a  ftep  that  raifes  ourfelves,  and  trips  up  our  neigh- 
bours. 

Poh.  Honour,  and  honeft y,  are  not  thole  dif- 
tinguifh'd  ? 

Mor.  Honour  is  of  fome  ufe  -,  it  ferves  to  fweaf 
upon. 

Poh.  Let  juftice  take  her  courfe.  Imme- 
diate death  fhall  put  a  flop  to  your  further  mif* 
chiefs. 

Mor.  This  fentence  indeed  is  hard.  Without 
the  common  forms  of  trial !  Not  fo  much  as  the 
counfel  of  a  Newgate  attorney  !  Not  to  be  able  to 
lay  out  my  money  in  partiality  and  evidence  !  Not 
a  friend  perjur'd  for  me !  This  is  hard,  very  hard  I 
Well !  Ambition  mull  take  its  chance.     If  I  die, 

I  die 
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I  die  in  my  vocation.     Alexander  the  Great  was 
more  fuccefsful — that's  all. 


A  I  R     V.     Dr.    Arnold. 

The  foldiers,  who  by  trade  muft  dare 

The  deadly  cannon 's  founds  ; 
You  may  be  fur  e,  betimes  prepare 

For  fatal  blood  and  wounds. 
The  men,  who  with  advent9 rous  dance, 

Bound  from  the  cord  on  high, 
Muft  own  they  tyave  the  frequent  chance. 
By  broken  bones  to  die. 
Since  rarely  then, 
Ambitious  men, 
Like  others  lofe  their  breath  ; 
Like  thefe,  I  hope, 
They  know  a  rope 
Is  but  their  natural  death, 

[Exit  guarded 

Poh,  How  mall  I  return  the  obligations  I  owe 
you  ?  Every  thing  in  my  power  you  may  com- 
mand. For  gratitude  is  oblig'd  by  occafions  of 
making  a  return. 

Pol,  The  pleafure  of  having  ferv'd  an  honour- 
able man  is  a  fufficient  return.  My  misfortunes, 
I  fear,  are  beyond  relief. 

Cazv,  Thofe  fighs,  and  that  refervednefs,  are 
fymptoms  of  a  heart  in  love.  A  pain  I  am  yet  a 
flranger  to. 

Pol,  Then  you  have  never  been  compleatly 
wretched. 

Cam, 
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Caw.  But  does  not  love  often  deny  itfelf  aid  and 
comfort,  by  being  too  obflinately  fecret  ? 

Pol.  One  cannot  be  too  open  to  gencrofity  ;  yet 
why  fhould  I  trouble  your  Majefty  with  the*  mis- 
fortunes of  fo  inconfiderable  a  wretch  as  I  am1? 

PoL  I  have  the  neareil  concern  in  any  thing 
thing  that  touches  you. 

PoL  You  fee  then  at  your  feet  the  moil  unhap- 
py of  women.  ^[Kneels,  he  raifes  her. 

Caw.  A  woman  !  Oh  my  heart ! 

Poh.  A  woman  ! 

Pol.  Yes,  Sir,  the  moft  wretched  of  her  fex* 
In  love !  married  !    abandon'd,  and  in  defpair  ! 

Poh.  What  brought  you  into  thefe  countries  ? 

Pol.  To  find  my  hufband. 

Poh.  Why  this  difguife  ? 

Pol.  To  protecl  me  from  the  violences  and  in- 
fults  to  which  my  fex  might  have  expos'd  me. 

Caw.  Had  fhe  not  been  married,  I  might  have 
been  happy.  {Afide. 

Enter   Indian. 

Lid.  The  reft  of  the  troops,  Sir,  are  returned 
from  the  purfuit,  with  more  prifoners.  They 
attend  your  Majefty's  command. 

PoL  Let  them  be  brought  before  us.  [Exic 
Indian.]  Give  not  yourfelf  up  to  defpair ;  for 
every  thing  in  my  power  you  may  command. 

[To  Polly, 

Caw.  And  every  thing  in  mine.  But,  alas/ 1 
have  none ;  for  I  am  not  in  my  own. 

I  Enter 
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Enter  Ducat,  with  Jenny  guarded, 

Jen.  Spare  my  hufband  !  Morano  is  my  huf- 
band. 

Pok.  Then  I  have  reliev'd  you  from  the  fociety 
of  a  monfter.  Have  done  then.  Morano  is  now 
under  the  ftroke  of  juitice. 

Jen.  Let  me  implore  your  majefty  to  refpite 
his  fentence.  If  Macheath's  misfortunes  were 
known,  the  whole  fex  would  be  in  tears. 

Pol.     Macheath ! 

Jen.  He  is  no  black,  Sir  ;  but  under  that  dif- 
guife,  for  my  fake,  fkreen'd  himfelf  from  the 
claims  and  importunities  of  other  women.  May 
love  intercede  for  him  ? 

Pol  Spare  him,  fave  him  !  I  afk  no  other  re- 
ward, 

Pok     Hafte,  let  the  fentence  be  fufpended  ! 

[Exit  Ind. 

Pol.  Fly  !  a  moment  may  make  me  miferable. 
His  pardon  may  come  too  late,  and  I  may  never 
fee  him  more. 


A  I  R     X.     Shall  Man,  &c.  in  Arne's  Abel 

My  heart  forebodes  he's  dead, 
Ihat  thought  how  can  I  bear  f 
He's  gone,  for  everfied^ 
My  foul  is  all  defpair  ! 

If* 
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I  fee  him  pale  and  cold, 
Tit'  ■  oofe  hath  flop' d  his  breath; 
J  lift  as  my  dream  foretold ', 
Oh  had  thatjleep  been  death  ! 

Enter   Indians. 

Pol.  He's  dead,  he's  dead  !  Their  looks  con- 
fefs  it.     Support  me  !  O  Macheath  ! 

Caw.  Jumce  hath  reliev'd  you  from  the  focie- 
ty  of  a  wicked  man.  If  an  honeft  heart  can  re- 
compence  your  lofs,  you  would  make  me  happy 
in  accepting  mine.     What,  no  reply  ? 

Pol.  Abandon  me  to  my  forrows.  For  in  in- 
dulging them  is  my  only  relief. 

Caw.  By  your  confent  you  might  at  the  fame 
time  give  me  happinefs,  and  procure  your  own. 
My  titles,  my  treafures,  are  all  at  your  com- 
mand. 

Pol.  I  am  charm'd,  Prince^  with  your  gene- 
rofity  and  virtues.  Thofe  that  know  and  feel  vir- 
tue in  themfelves,  mufl  love  it  in  others.  Allow 
me  to  give  fome  time  to  my  forrows. 

Caw.  Fair  princefs,  for  fo  I  hope  ihortly  to 
make  you,  permit  me  to  attend  you,  either  to  di- 
vide your  griefs,  or,  by  converfation,  to  foften 
your  ibrrows. 

Poh.  'Tis  a  pleafure  to  me  by  this  al- 
liance to  recompence  your  merits.  Let  the 
fports  and  dances  then  celebrate   our  victory  ! 

[Exit. 

DANCE. 

A  I  R 
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AIR     XL     The  Temple, 

1  Ind.     Jujiice  long  forbearing," 

Power  or  riches  never  fearing, 
Slow,  yet  perfeyering, 
Hunts  the  villain's  face. 
Chor.      Juftice,  long,  .&£<;. 

2  Ind.     W-hat  tongues  then  defend  him  ? 

Or  zvhat  hand  will  fuccour  lend  him  ? 
Even  his  friends  attend  hint,    * 
To  foment  the  chace.  . 
Chor.      Juftice,  long,  &c. 

3  Ind.         Virtue,  fubduing, 

Humbles  in  ruin 
All  the  proud  wicked  race. 
Truth,  never  Jailing, 
Muft  be  prevailing,, 
Falfehood  Jliall  find  difgrace. 
Chor.      Juftice,  long  forbearing,  &V< 


THE      END. 


